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Chapter 1
West End, London
August 1786
When I found them, their eyes were spheres of milk and their lips ledges of frothed vomit. It was
an image that would haunt me the rest of my life; but waking up screaming in the middle of the
night did not bring them any further from the grave.
“Elizabeth?” Geoffrey McConnell asked, his voice a tonic for a frazzled mind.
I blinked up from the book in my lap. Despite the fact that it was open, I had not read a
single word. “Yes?”
His green eyes, bright and free of clouding, were brimmed with concern. “I thought we
might have some fresh air today. What do you think?”
Looking out the salon window, I was surprised to find sunshine streaming. “No, thank
you. My book is quite good.”
Geoffrey sighed, easing the spine from my hand. “What’s it called?”
“Pardon?” I blinked again.
He shook the pages at me. “The title. What is it?”
“I-I…” I squinted in thought but found myself grasping.
My dear friend huffed and set it aside. “You must come outside, Elizabeth. It’s been three
weeks. The weather is perfect today, so there’s no use in saying it’s not.” I prepared to disagree,
but he took my hand into his and began to bat his pretty lashes. “Please, dove. For me?”
I would have to be made of stone to be unmoved by such a plea. I reached for his pale
cheek and stared at him with great affection. Despite all our years of friendship, I still took the
moment to recommit each line and angle of his features to memory so that even the smallest hair
on his head would not be lost to me. I found myself doing that often, frightened that I would
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never see him again after he left a room. With great care, I pushed back the forelock of dark
brown hair that often fell into his eyes.
“How can I deny you?” I whispered.
He grinned and took my hands firmly into his. “You can’t. Now come.”
Standing for the first time in hours, I relied on the strength of Geoffrey’s arm. “Have you
somewhere in mind?” I asked.
“Always.” He escorted me to the foyer of his family’s home. It had been a haven since
the passing of my guardians. Every time I walked through it, though, my breath caught in
prelude to crying. It reminded me too much of the day they had died. “I thought somewhere
green might raise your spirits,” Geoffrey said, once again hooking my attention from the murky
place they now lived.
“Ready the carriage,” he said to a nearby valet.
The man attended his task as Geoffrey set himself to smoothing the hair away from my
face. I allowed the administrations, not at all surprised when his mother’s voice shrieked from
the top of the stairs: “What are you doing?” She was forever on the verge of calling us
scandalous.
“We’re going out, Mother,” he said bitterly. He had been very vocal in his displeasure
over my care: the fact that his female relations had not been called to console me; that I was
often allowed to stay in bed for days on end. “Elizabeth has been shut up inside too long. I’m
certain another day without sunlight will cause her to wither away entirely.”
“You’re being dramatic,” she said, descending into her realm with queenly grace.
Geoffrey’s temper. “No, I’m not. I asked you and Father to see to her while I was a
Court, but now I’ve returned and find her smaller than ever. Look at her! She’s positively
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ghostly.”
I winced at the words and looked at the floor, afraid to meet anyone’s gaze. Shame set
around my shoulders. Over the last several weeks I had receded further and further into a shell,
until there was a barely a person I could speak to without crying. I was exhausted by my
weakness, but there seemed little to be done about the matter. Geoffrey assured me that once
grief took its full course, I would return to myself. But can a soul really regain itself in the wake
of such devastation?
“She’s fine,” Mrs. McConnell asserted, her cool, bony hand curving around my shoulder.
“The physician says she’s suffering from melancholy.”
“Of course she is!” Geoffrey shouted. The house stilled. “Maddie and Malcolm just–” He
caught himself on a sharp intake of air, clenching his hands into fists. “Whether or not you
believe she’s fine, Mother, I’m still taking her.” My friend pulled me closer to his side. I felt the
way a doll caught between two children must.
“It’s unseemly,” she said.
“Then let us be unseemly,” Geoffrey retorted and wrenched me from his mother, and out
of the townhouse where a carriage waited.
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Chapter 2
Instead of staying on the smooth, busy streets inherent to affluent parts of the city, our ride
became bumpy. I did not comment, busy listening to Geoffrey as he discussed the newest Court
intrigues, the endless affairs and betrayals. My friend laughed the way he had when we were
children, and my stomach stilled. We were at ease with one another and I felt lighter than I had
in weeks.
Eventually, though, the carriage came to a stop, rocked, then the door opened. It was the
flat stench of mud and chamber pots—not flowerbeds—that coated the insides of my nose. My
heart dropped, breathing quickened, tears were at the ready. I was home. “What are we doing?” I
flung at him, huddling into my side of the carriage. There was an ache at the bottom of my
throat. It would become a scream if I let it. “Why would you bring me here?”
Geoffrey’s hand on my shoulder was a soft comfort that I resented. “Elizabeth…” he
whispered. “I thought it would be best if you finished going through their things. I would hate for
any of it to be…I would hate for you not to have something you wanted.” My hands shook. It’s
too soon, it’s too soon, it’s too soon. The driver reached for me, but Geoffrey waved him away
and closed the door. “Darling, the rent is due at the end of the month; and as much as would I
would very much want to help you, I think it’s better this way.”
I turned towards him, a steady stream already sluicing down my face. “This is my home,
Geoffrey. You’re asking me to give up my home.”
His eyes had a sympathetic harshness to them. “Elizabeth, I don’t see any other way of
you keeping it. Maddie and Malcolm had…little. You know that.” He used his thumb to wipe my
cheek. “That being said, I have heard from a solicitor about the will and that there is a sum of
money for you…and a letter.”
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It was hard to know which was more surprising. “A letter?” Desperation that I did not
know I could still feel shot through me. “Where?”
He patted the silk of his coat’s pocket. “I have it, and I will gladly give it to you. But first,
I want a favor. Can you do that for me?” I nodded. The Devil could have had my soul if it meant
having a piece of my keepers. “I would very much like it if you were to go inside and choose the
things that you would like to keep. You may keep them in my home for as long as you’d like.
When you’re done, when you’ve said goodbye to this place, I will give you the letter.”
Part of me wanted to claw out his eyes for his manipulations. “You said there was money.
Perhaps I could use it to pay the rent.”
He shook his head. “Darling, I’m sure it would only be useful for three or four months, if
that. They would have much rather you spend it on something that would be of use to you. A
wedding trousseau. Or a small set of small rooms, if you decide to instruct.”
I want the world to swallow me up, I thought. “But you’re asking me to…”
“I know what I’m asking you to do, and I’m terribly sorry for it! But Maddie and
Malcolm would not want you to live like this, so sad and nearly half alive.” He squeezed my
shoulder. “You’re still in mourning. I understand. And I understand how cruel you must think all
this, but I’m not asking you to move on before you’re ready.”
I wanted to run. My hands clenched. “This is asking me to move on, Geoffrey. This is
where we lived. This is where I grew up! This is…”
Geoffrey’s voice was cutting when he said, “When they passed away, they did not take
you with them, Elizabeth!”
And if I feel as though they have?
“You are still here with me.” He cupped my chin. “You are still a living, breathing
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creature. You still have to go on.”
I jerked my head away. “You’re callous.”
“I am practical!” His color was back up. “You cannot afford to live here. You must
remove their things. Whatever is left will be sent to the rubbish pile, charity. Is that what you
want? Do you want all of your memories gone, or would you like to save a few things? A few
things that mark your time together? If you would rather it molder there, tell me now and we will
go home. I’m sure Mother would love to have you back in her clutches.” He hit the carriage
window with his fist. “But if not, if you want the chance to be at home one last time and take
with you the things that matter most, then I will give you the key and you will go inside!”
My breathing came in short, erratic drags.
“Breathe,” he said. “Elizabeth, look at me and breathe. Yes, there you are. I’m sorry. I
shouldn’t have been so forceful”
“I will never forgive you for this,” I choked.
Geoffrey gave me a glimpse at perfect melancholy. “Yes, you will, because you are the
kindest, gentlest person I know. You will because your capacity for forgiveness is astounding.
Your capacity for survival is astounding.”
“I shouldn’t have to survive, Geoffrey.” I caught my breath and looked outside to the
steps I’d climbed a thousand times. “Perhaps you should stay away from me entirely. Anyone
who has the misfortune of caring for me perishes.”
His face dropped, as if I really had struck him. “I have been your friend for so many
years, Elizabeth. I’m still here, loving you, wanting desperately to help you through this time.
Nothing will frighten me away. I won’t let anything happen to you. I will forever be by your
side, I swear it.” He squeezed my hand. “And if that means going so far as to marry you…”
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I could not help but laugh a little. “You’ll marry me? Geoffrey…”
He smiled despite his seriousness. “I would do it for you. We would have a beautiful
child. Somehow.” We chuckled. “And we would be the best of friends. And we would both have
our lovers. And we would come home and discuss them like a proper married couple.” He
gathered me into his lap. I was thankful for the privacy the carriage afforded as he pressed chaste
kisses to my temple. “But I don’t foresee that happening. Oh no. You are going to marry a kind,
handsome, wonderfully wealthy man. Maybe a duke? And you’ll have many beautiful children
without issue. And you’ll be disgustingly happy for the rest of your life.”
I wiped my eyes against his collar. “Why does he have to be a duke?”
He sighed. “Why do you have to so difficult? Can’t we enjoy this fantasy?” I found
myself smiling. Neither of us said anything for that moment we spent in perfect peace. At last he
asked, “Ready?”
It was remarkable I did not vomit. “No, but I’ll do it anyway.”
He gave me a bittersweet grin. “That’s my girl. Here.” He reached into his pocket and
retrieved the key. “Would you like for me to come in later, give you a moment alone?”
“Yes, please.”
Geoffrey kissed my cheek, opened the door to the carriage, and helped me down so that I
could stare up at the ramshackle tenement that had been my home for so many years. I walked to
the quiet, clean sanctity of our rooms, shoes covered in squalor. A puff of dust swirling in the
early morning sunshine coming in through the window. Someone had drawn back the drapes to
let the spirits out. I closed the door behind me, rested against it, and waited for Maddie to call my
name.
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Chapter 3
Chiswick, London
No one answered. I inhaled and pushed into the hall, eyes closed so that I did risk the chance of
seeing the floral settee, the place where I had found them. My fingers trailed the wall, leading my
palm to grip the doorknob to my bedroom. When I had the bravery to look inside, it was as if no
time had passed. As if nothing had happened. The room was small but furnished well. It was
more than most would ever know. I walked to the window, resting my head against the precious
glass that kept out the dirt, smell, and noise. “Why?” I whispered to someone no longer there to
comfort me. “Why did this happen?” Looking out into the blurred street, I felt fat drops crest my
eyes.
Malcolm would have teased me for crying, but I would have given anything for him to
brush the hair from my forehead and call me “nighean” as if I were his own child, then kiss me
on the tip of my nose. No amount of money or pain would have been too much to pay for that
small comfort. “I’m not strong enough,” I said, folding to the floor where I rested my forehead
against the wall. “I need you here.”
*

*

*

“Give us a hand with that, darlin’,” Malcolm said, reaching for a whetstone. His burnished
brown hair glittered in the firelight.
“She’s ten years old,” Maddie scolded from her stitches.
I ignored her, happily passing the smooth rectangle into Malcolm’s calloused paw of a
hand. “Old enough to know how to care for a weapon, mo chridhe.” He winked a coal colored
eye at me while sharpening a dirk blade. When I was younger, I asked why a bookkeeper would
need a weapon, and he had told me that he enjoyed the ritual of sharpening. It had something to
do with the repetition. When I was old enough, he would say, maybe he would teach me.
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“Come help me with this pattern, Lizzy,” Maddie said, as if to entice me away from the
dangers of masculinity.
“Oh no,” Malcolm said, grinning like made with his full lips. “Go and fetch somethin’ to
read to us.”
I grinned, eager to make him smile, ignoring Maddie’s lame attempt to call me back to
her side. “En français,” she called.
I was given permission into their bedroom, tiptoeing around the sheepskin rugs that
littered the floor, ignoring the sheathed weapon and pistol that lay at the foot of their bed, until I
at last dipped my hands into the chest. There was an assortment of books there, a veritable
treasure, each wrapped in delicate paper. I chose my favorite and skittered back, prize clutched
to my chest. The sound of strained whispers stopped me in my tracks.
“Do you hear yourself sometimes, Malcolm?” Maddie said, the dulcet lyricism of her
voice lost under harshness.
“Of course I do, Chanteuse,” he replied, the rhythm of the whetstone never ceasing.
“Then what business do you have asking her to help you service a weapon?”
A moment in silence. I held my breath. “She should learn how to defend herself,
Madelyn. The world is a dangerous place. We both know that.”
“That’s why we’re here.”
Three strokes of the stone. “We might not always,” he said.
“Don’t say that,” she said.
“Fhios agad tha mi ceart,” he replied, meaning swallowed up in the mystery of his
mother tongue.
“That doesn’t make it any less horrible.” The whetstone stopped striking. “If we are
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good enough, then the only thing she ever need learn is French and manners. Isn’t that what we
should want for her?”
No response. All of a sudden there were two large hands gripping me around the middle,
lifting me into the air. “Ah! A wee assassin!” Malcolm cried. “Quick, Maddie, help me defeat
this villain.”
I shrieked with delight as my head came into contact with a cushion and their fingers
wreaked havoc along the ticklish ridges of my ribs.
*

*

*

It seemed impossible to find joy in that place, but a smile still found its way. I sniffled against
the sweet smelling wood and came to my feet. “Maddie wouldn’t want a mess,” I said, trying to
gather my courage and turned back towards the room. What were the things you took when your
life fell away? The furniture could be left, the clothes, the furniture. Those are things that can be
replaced. I went to my trunk with its leather flaps and popped it open, awash in the scent of dried
lavender that shrouded my most precious memories: letters from friends, a small doll, pieces of
poorly embroidered cloth.
Everything else could be thrown away. Would be. I moved from my room to the next.
Their door did not open easily, creaking under the duress of my touch. I was struck by the
smallness of the room before anything else, as if I’d never noticed. A bed fit for two dominated
the space, a large chest jutting out from its front. The vanity’s mirror sat covered in rough black.
It felt wrong being there, but the feeling did not stop me from treading along the sheepskin. I was
no longer a child to swaddle myself in soft comforts. I went to their bed, allowing my hand to
tremble against the threads of my old life. Anger surged in my fingers, pulsing into my palms
until it crescendoed and I ripped the coverlet from the mattress with a high-pitched wail. It
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whispered to the floor instead of clattering, which only served to frustrate me more. Standing in
the middle of their room, I fought the urge to destroy, to fling bedside candles, to shatter glass.
I heard Maddie say: “Ladies mind their tempers.”
I took a deep breath, pretended I was balancing a teapot on my head. Be delicate. I went
to the bed to sit on my hands. “Breathe, nighean,” Malcolm would say when my temper flared,
which it often did in the face of injustice. There seemed no greater injustice than Death who had
taken so much from me.
“No surrender,” Malcolm would say when I cried, eyes kind.
And so I refused to be devoured by my grief. I folded the cover on the floor, held it to my
chest. “What else?” I asked.
The trunk. Get the books. I reached down to open the lid but was met with immediate
resistance. Locked? I dropped the cover, plopped onto my knees. I tried again. Nothing. A key.
Where’s the key? Glancing around the room did not force up any memories. Find it.
On hands and knees I went to look under the bed. I moved my fingers beneath the thin
mattress. “Elizabeth?” Geoffrey asked from the doorway, though all I could see were his shoes.
“What on earth are you doing?”
“The chest’s locked,” I grunted.
“Indeed…and what does crawling under the bed have to do with that?”
“I’m looking for a key.”
He took a step closer. “You should be packing.”
“I’m trying.”
“Mother is expecting us back at some point today. Despite what many may think, her
patience with me does have its limits.” He crouched beside the bed, his face illuminated. “So
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perhaps we take the chest with us and call for a locksmith?”
I stared at him for a long moment before I said, “Maybe I don’t want everything in it.” He
sighed and frowned at the irrationality. I knew I was practically mad, but I was firm. “If you
want to leave, you’ll help me.”
“Fine.” His feet went to the other side of the room, bringing with them the sound of him
pawing at Maddie’s vanity. “Be careful,” I scolded as I stood.
“My mother always kept important things under her jewelry box,” he commented.
I went to place a hand on his shoulder. “Maddie always kept hers in the chest.”
“A smart woman that Maddie,” he said as he reached behind the mirror. He furrowed his
brow. “There’s a hook here...no key.”
Frustration mounted. “Are you sure?” I said through gritted teeth.
“I’m fairly certain I know what a key feels like.” He patted the back of the mirror for
emphasis. “Nothing.”
I ignored his sarcasm. “But a hook means she hid a key there, doesn’t it?”
“Perhaps, but that doesn’t mean that it’s here.” He put a hand on the small of my back.
“So why don’t we take it home and have someone open it for us?”
I pushed his hand back. “No!”
He looked insulted. I wanted his understanding and compassion, not his impatience.
“Elizabeth, why are you being so difficult? I’m trying to help you move beyond this, and you
reject everything.” I said nothing in the wake of his frustration. “You’re being ridiculous.”
Something inside me snapped. What do you know of loss, you pompous ass? My hand
flung free, landing across his cheek. The sound reverberated in my heart. I heard it echo in his.
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Chapter 4
He held his face, eyes bewildered. I had never struck him before, but there was no will to
apologize. Justification burned hot in my belly. “My family died, Geoffrey Alexander. We are
here, in their bedroom, because they are dead. If I want to spend the whole bloody day trying to
open this trunk, that’s what I’ll damn well do!”
He looked at me as though I were a rampaging animal, something to be calmed. “All
right, Elizabeth, whatever you want. I’ll stay as long as you’d like.” He rubbed his face.
The anger began to recede. “Thank you.”
“Why don’t you look in the wardrobe and I’ll look over here.” He pointed to Malcolm’s
side table and walked away slowly.
I set to the task. Inside the small wardrobe were a few sets of clothes whose pockets
yielded nothing. Without much thought, I took down Malcolm’s rough spun brown coat and
Maddie’s pink dress, folded them, and placed them on the bed. “I’d like these, too,” I said as
Geoffrey felt the side table’s surfaces.
He hummed and continued with his task. As I walked back to the wardrobe, my foot
creaked on a board. I paused, redistributed my weight to hear it creak again. Down to my knees, I
let my fingers explore the grooves in the boards, finding that it came up with little resistance.
Underneath was a shallow space where I dipped my fingers and found the cool metal of a key. I
gasped with delight. “You’ve found it, then?” Geoffrey asked.
I ignored him, scrambling to the trunk. The key turned in the tumble, the lid creaked, and
I was again awash in lavender. Everything was in its proper place, but on top of it all was a
wrapped parcel. Taking it, I found my name and stripped away the paper. A copy of Cecilia. I
started to cry again. “I told Malcolm I wanted this months ago. We couldn’t afford it, not even
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the circulation fee...” A bitter look settled on my face. “Tricky devil.”
He sat beside me to brush the hair out of my face. “Then you must cherish it. Shall I put it
away and have the driver bring it down?”
“No…” I went back to the trunk. “I told you, I might not want everything.”
“As you say, darling.”
My dear friend waited patiently by my side as the stack of books I scavenged became
taller and taller. Books were one of the only luxuries we owned. Finally out of perfect spines, I
brushed my palm against the bottom’s smooth wood. That was it. I felt as empty as the trunk. “Is
that all?” he asked.
I nodded.
“Shall I take them?”
I nodded again.
He gathered part of my stack and carried them away. I continued in my pursuit of
memory, pulling out linens, sheet after sheet. When I removed the last, a stack of letters revealed
themselves with a flourish. There were dozens of them. The one on top was addressed to
Malcolm in delicate handwriting. Its innards were fine French. I read without hesitation,
gobbling every bit of my keeper that I could. It was banal at first, asking after her health,
Maddie. But then they asked after me. “Comment va votre fille?” How is your daughter? Signed
Louise. Louise? I’d never known such a woman in my life. The next letter I picked up was from
her. And the next. And the next. Louise. Louise. Louise.
“What have you found?”
“Letters to Malcolm.”
“How lovely.”
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“They’re all from the same person,” I said as I tossed each subsequent one to the floor.
“All of them ask after us. That’s all.”
Geoffrey picked one up, read it over. “Interesting. Louise, you say?”
“It would appear that way. Hold them, will you?” He did while I found older letters. All
asking the same thing. I could only imagine what they wrote in return considering the fact that
they kept letters from no one else. Why was Louise important to her? Geoffrey’s burden became
more cumbersome the larger my mystery grew.
At the bottom of the chest there was a new name at the end of a letter that I couldn’t
decide was addressed to either Maddie or Malcolm: G. It was the only discernable thing; the rest
of the words were a mix of what appeared to be several different languages written in a heavy
masculine scrawl. There was some French, Spanish, symbols I did not recognize.
“What on earth is this?” I asked as my stomach twisted with confusion even as my mind
tried to piece the mystery together.
“Give it here.” Geoffrey examined the sheet, reading it again and again with a finger
underlining each sentence. “The seventh word is Spanish, the second French…every other third
word is Latin. This…I don’t know.”
We looked at it, heads pressed together like children over a book. “But why?”
“Is it a message?” he asked. “But why, indeed?”
I lunged for an answer, landing almost instinctively at: “We need to talk to Garrett.”
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Chapter 5
Hyde Park, London
Barracks were never a place for a lady, but that fact didn’t stop me as I marched my way past the
guard house as though I belonged. Geoffrey keened at my heels, imploring me to consider my
reputation, but I didn’t listen. He came with me anyway. Not really knowing where to go, I
followed the sound of robust singing. Later in the afternoon, I could only assume that some of
the more degenerate soldiers were already drinking. Peering into one of the open rooms, we
found the source of the inappropriate lyrics and laughter: Lieutenant Garrett Krauss.
He was standing with an arm around another soldier as the other hand was used to
conduct his motley choir. Garrett had always been handsome. Despite being some years my
senior, he had played the hero in our childish games. He had seemed a King Arthur type with his
golden hair and brown eyes so dark that they looked like velvet. Before leaving for the War, his
face had been sweeter than Cupid’s; but after, the Army had grown him large and hard like a
mountain.
For several moments he didn’t see us; but when he did, his singing stopped and his face
fell. One-by-one the other soldiers let the music die away, their eyes following the source of the
interruption. They all stood and sketched me half bows, but no one said anything as though they
were deeply uncertain of what to do.
“Uh, boys, why don’t you head out?” Garrett said, breaking away from his friend and
taking a tremulous step towards me. “I’ll be along in a bit.”
They all looked to him uncertainly. He gave a quick hook of his thumb towards the door
and they scrambled. When he turned back to us, I felt as though I might catch on fire from the
chastisement in his gaze.
“Hello, cuz,” Geoffrey said halfheartedly.
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Garrett’s shiny boots crossed the room in half a second. He towered over us both. “What
is God’s name do you think you’re doing here,” he hissed.
“I needed to talk to you,” I said firmly.
He wouldn’t look at me. His fingers quickly buttoned his coat in an attempt to maintain
propriety. I rolled my eyes at his modesty. “Why did you let her come, G? A letter would have
sufficed.”
“A letter is why we’re here,” I said as I dug into my pocket for the note.
Garrett wasn’t listening to me, though. He was too busy scolding his cousin: “Are you so
irresponsible? Jesus, does your mother know she’s here?”
I hated being talked about as though I wasn’t there.
“Of course not!” Geoffrey grumbled with crossed arms. “She seems to think the matter
was pressing enough to see you.”
Garrett gave a wry laugh. “And you listened to her? I would have come for supper.”
“Stop it!” I said, slapping my blonde friend’s arm with the letter. “The sooner you listen
to me, the sooner I’ll leave.” I shoved the papers into his hand. “I just need you to read this and
tell me what you think.”
Frowning at me in full, Garrett took up my plea and looked over the note. “What is this?”
he asked before finishing.
“I was hoping you could tell me,” I said, stomach full of hope.
He read it over again before asking again, “What is this?”
“What do you think it is?” He knows something, I thought with bated breath.
“I think it’s a military correspondence. You’re certain this was to one of them?” Garrett
turned the page over as though it would bear more revelation.
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“Who else?” I asked with mounting frustration. “We found it in their things.”
Garrett quirked a brow at me. “Mind your claws, kitten. I only ask because the whole
thing smacks of subterfuge. I’ve known men to send letters such as these so they can
communicate freely. But this…” His focused attention returned to the note. “This is in ten
languages, at least.”
Ten? I thought. Why on earth would they have something like that?
“Do you know what any of it says?” Geoffrey asked. “I recognize the Italian and Latin,
but the rest is beyond me.”
“Maybe a bit of the Spanish…but nothing more.” Garrett flattened the note on a nearby
table so that he could point out his examples. “Things like ‘you’ and ‘the.’ Clever, really. I
suspect most any man could pick this up and know the Latin. A bit of French, too. Not a bit of
English, I’m afraid. Maddening. Sorry, darling.”
I felt frustration flare up in my face. I hadn’t suffered through the entirety of that horrible
day to leave with nothing. “You’ve nothing else to say about it?”
“I’m sorry, Liz, but I’m afraid languages aren’t my strong suit. I daresay I barely made it
through my Latin classes. I could ask a superior to have a look at it, but I suspect that would only
lead to more trouble than it’s worth.”
“Do you know anyone else who might be able to help?” I asked, ignoring his comment
on danger. I was reckless. The chance for answers was too tantalizing.
Garrett exchanged a look with Geoffrey, an unmistakable warning in his eyes. “If you’d
let me have the note, Lizzy-dear, I’ll do my best to find someone to help.” He began to fold my
missive and I panicked.
“No!” I snatched the note from his fingers.
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Both men looked horrified.
“You may make a copy…I’d like to keep the original,” I said, bearing my gaze into
Garrett’s in errant challenge. I will fight you for it, I thought.
After a moment’s pause, Garrett nodded and walked from the room. In his wake,
Geoffrey asked, “Are you certain about this? You know very well he’ll do what he can to help
you solve your riddle.”
“Yes, and?”
My friend snorted as he crossed his arms. “Isn’t it obvious? You very well may not like
the answer.”
“What makes you say that?”
He shrugged. “Just a feeling. I’m not sure what this is, but I imagine you’ll need to be
careful. Whoever wrote that letter clearly didn’t want anyone to know what it said. And, quite
honestly, I’d prefer you not go digging.”
There was no hesitation when I said, “I can’t promise you that, Geoffrey. This might be
my last chance to be close to them. This may be all I have.”
Garrett returned to our icy silence with parchment and ink. He gestured for us to place the
letter on the table and then scribbled with irritation. “Copy it exactly,” I implored as I watched
his messy scrawl populate his page.
“I’m doing it,” he snapped.
A few anxious minutes later, Garrett flexed his hand and blew on the wet words.
Feeling protective of the secrets the letter contained, I gathered it from the table and
slipped it into my pocket. With or without Garrett’s help, I would find my way to the bottom of
that particular secret.
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“Now, I have to go before my captain starts to sniff about and I’m drawn and quartered
for having a woman in the barracks. Can I trust you both to leave at once?” he asked severely,
eyebrows drawn into a scolding glare.
Geoffrey and I exchanged a brief look and agreed. We left quickly, holding to the walls
so we could move about without too much notice. When we returned to our carriage for home, I
could think of nothing to say. I was consumed by the riddle in my pocket.

22
Chapter 6
West End, London
Geoffrey’s mother kissed my cheek as she said, “You’re later than expected, my dears. I missed
you.” I was not sure she meant it. Mrs. McConnell never approved of my friendship with her
son, but tolerated it because Maddie had been invaluable to her as a seamstress. “Did the weather
agree with you?”
“I’m afraid not, Mrs. McConnell,” I said.
She stared at me with an unflinching smile. I was uncomfortable with her sudden warmth.
“So sorry to hear that, darling girl.”
“Mother,” Geoffrey said slowly. “I thought Elizabeth and I might talk in the salon.” He
touched her arm. “She’s had quite the day.”
Her green eyes shifted between us, a curious expression at her lips. “Of course, darling.
Ring, if you need.”
She kissed her son’s cheek then walked towards the morning room while Geoffrey
escorted me to the salon. We waited for our tea side-by-side in silence on the chaise lounge we
had jumped on as children. He petted my hand, lacing and unlacing our fingers. “I’m all right,” I
told him after several minutes of his anxious comfort.
He did not reply as a maid wheeled in a tea trolley. After the girl’s exit, he poured for me,
sweetening it just the way I liked. “What can I do to make you happy?”
I thought for a moment as I took my attention from the letter and moved it to him. “I
don’t know.”
He sipped then his eyes got wide. “I do.” He came to his feet and looked at me with
mischief. Moments like these that I found him the most handsome, when he looked like he was
on the cusp of laughter. I lifted the tea to my lips.
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He stood, loping to close the salon doors. He rested his forehead against solid oak, his
sigh muffled. “I think I’m in love.”
I rolled my eyes. Geoffrey had been in love more than a dozen times. Still, I adored him
happy. “Who is it this time?” I asked, voice soft as to not draw attention.
He swung around, beaming, eyes downcast. “I shouldn’t say.”
I pursed my lips. I knew he meant well, but was too tired to play his game. “Darling, I
don’t mean to be rude, I really don’t, but…You said the solicitor gave you a letter.”
His smile was sad, but understanding. “Ah, yes. A promise is a promise.” Geoffrey
reached into his jacket and removed a creased sheet. “Here.”
“You’ve read it?” I asked anxiously.
“No,” he said “I thought about it, to make sure it wouldn’t upset you…but, well.” He
cleared his throat. “It’s yours.”
My dearest Elizabeth,

January 1780

I weep at your reading of this letter. It means that, against everything, we have failed
you. How cruel it must seem to lose those closest to you once again. Do not let it harden your
heart, nighean. Hopefully, one day, you will find a way to forgive us.
Maddie has selected the McConnell family to serve in our absence. Mr. McConnell is a
shrewd man, but he will keep you safe. Here I must beg for your forgiveness. We have appointed
him your legal guardian until you have come of age, or until you have married. We have struck
an arrangement that is agreeable to both parties. Upon your coming of age, they are to make an
effort to marry you to someone of good birth; however, if you are unwed by your 20th birthday,
you are to marry their son, Geoffrey.
I hope there is enough time between now and the inevitable end to teach you that not all
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in the world are honorable souls. There are many who would offer friendship as a means only to
benefit themselves. Remember that. Hold the world at arm’s length. Observe it. Judge it. Never
let it take advantage.
Perhaps this will be of some relief: It was always our intention that you be capable of
caring for yourself. And so, you are to have £5000 upon your coming of age with a yearly
allowance of £200 until your marriage, at which time the amount will double. Invest it wisely
and you will always be comfortable. Let no one separate you from your money. Without it, you
will be powerless.
We have just returned from the solicitor’s office. The ink has barely dried on the
signatures. It seems an odd thing preparing for one’s death, even after all these years, but we
would both do anything to keep you from harm. Despite everything, you have been an endless
source of brightness for me. Do not mourn us nighean. Know that we are with you, always.
“Did you know?” I asked as my hands went limp.
“Know what?”
“That-that-that.” I could barely understand the letter’s implications. A deep breath.
“Malcolm said your family has been given legal guardianship over me.”
Geoffrey looked shocked. “Let me see.”
The note slipped from my hands with little resistance. He consumed it with a slacked jaw.
“My word,” he said at last. “Elizabeth…you’re…five-thousand…”
“I know.”
“And we’re meant to…”
“I know.”
He cradled his head in his hands. “My word,” he said again. “No wonder my mother was

25
so willing to take you. Christian charity, indeed.”
We laughed, a sound that tapered away as we came to realize what that meant. Marriage.
“They never told you?” I asked.
“No,” he said, sounding every bit as put out as I felt. “Not even a whisper.”
“How horrible. I’m sorry.”
He snorted. “You’ve nothing to apologize for, dear. Parents so often think that they know
what is best for their children.”
“Let us be grateful that they would pawn us off on each other.” I rested my head against
his shoulder. “How thrilled your mother must be that I’m under her roof. At least my low-status
is made better by an inheritance.” I reclined to close my eyes. “How, Geoffrey? How on earth
did they have that much money?”
“I have no idea.” We were quiet for a moment. “Did you ever meet their families?”
I thought about it. The only family I had ever known was the one that had built itself up
around me. There was no one but Maddie and Malcolm. That has always seemed to be enough.
“No, never.”
This seemed to confuse him. He got up and began pacing. “Did they ever talk about
where they were from?”
“Malcolm once told me he was from Glasgow.”
“But you never met anyone he knew?”
“I don’t think so.” I pressed fingers to my temple as if it would help me remember. “I’m
not entirely certain anyone visited our rooms until after they passed away. Did you ever?”
He turned on his heel, hands pressed firmly into his hips. “No. After everything
happened, I remember being surprised by how lovely it was.” I resented the jibe but he just
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shrugged. “I’m sorry, Lizzy, but it’s true. Do you think that anyone else in that tenement had
anything nearly as nice as you?”
I said nothing, content in glaring.
Geoffrey nodded as he walked to stand by the window, palm of his hand in the middle of
a pane. “What of Maddie?”
“Did I ever meet her family?” He hummed as he shrugged out of his coat. “No. I asked
her once and she told me she was from Cherbourg.”
“Nothing else?”
“She looked sad when she talked about it, so I did not press.”
He snorted, clearly irritated. “But you could be with her family.”
“How could I know I would ever need to meet her?” My temples throbbed. “Why does
that matter? If Maddie thought your family was good enough to keep me, then who am I to
question that decision? If she never so much as spoke of her family, they must not be worth
knowing.” We locked gazes. “Why dwell on the past?” My hand lingered in my pocket against
the soft parchment of the letter and felt as though I might be ill.
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Chapter 7
Later that afternoon, I found myself in the McConnells’ front parlor sitting beside Geoffrey and
staring across to his parents. The room was tense. My friend had briefly informed me that he and
his father had exchanged terse words over the new state of guardianship. He did not say more,
but I could tell by the tilt of his lips that it was unlikely that the conversation had gone well.
“So, Elizabeth,” Mrs. McConnell started, “Geoffrey told me that you went to collect your
things this afternoon. I’m sure that was a bit less pleasant than a ride through the park.”
“I did,” I replied. Their deceptions made it difficult for me to be as grateful as I should
have been. “Thank you for asking,” I added to soften my tone. For better or worse, I was
indebted to them both.
“There’s no need to be polite, Elizabeth,” Geoffrey snapped. “She and Father have been
horrible to you.”
“Geoffrey!” I and his mother gasped in unison.
Not listening, my friend came back to his feet and began to pace the room. “I thought
your opening of our home to Elizabeth was proof that, at last, you both might have a shred of
human decency. But no! Always with your secrets and your plans. What did you hope to
achieve? Do you think you’re going to gain entry to better circles because of a few thousand
pounds?”
“That is quite enough!” Mr. McConnell bellowed as he, too, came to his feet. “We have
made our sacrifices. We care for this girl for far less than we deserve out of the goodness of our
hearts.” Fury flared in my chest. I am not a pet that needs care. “And, when the time comes, you
will marry her. There is no other way. Do you understand me, boy?” Geoffrey and her father
were bright red and standing toe to toe. “Do you?”
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From the doorway a footman cleared his throat. The entire family turned to him.
“Beggin’ your pardon, sir, but you have a visitor.”
“These aren’t our visiting hours,” Mrs. McConnell said quietly.
He nodded. “I understand, but he is very insistent, madam.”
Mr. McConnell glanced towards his wife. “Her card?”
The young footman came across the room to deliver the fine linen rectangle. Mr.
McConnell looked down with little recognition. Geoffrey plucked it from his father and
immediately balked. “See her in at once,” he told the footman before giving the card to me:
Headmistress Anne Gardine’s School for Young Ladies
I had no idea who the woman was, but Geoffrey seemed quite excited. He smoothed his
hair back and adjusted his coat before coming to fuss over me. “Sit up straight.”
“Who is it, dear?” Mrs. McConnell asked as she fluffed her skirts like a preening bird.
“Headmistress Anne Gardine,” the footman supplied as a woman dressed far too finely
for even the McConnell’s neighborhood entered the room. She was a handsome, middle-aged
woman with golden-brown hair and light brown eyes that cut me to the quick.
“A pleasure to have you in our home, madam,” Geoffrey said on a bow fit for the King.
“I hope I am not disturbing you,” she said with glove-clad hands clasped in front of her. I
took in the fineness of her dress and found her to be a consummate lady.
“Not at all, not at all. It’s always wonderful to have guests.” His charm was
incomparable. “I am Geoffrey McConnell. This is my mother, Mary, and my father, John. And
this,” he said as he crossed to take my hand, “is our dear friend, Elizabeth Davenport. Please,
how might we help you?”
The woman’s clasped hands seemed to tighten. “A pleasure to meet you all. I’m afraid

29
tragedy is what brings me to you.” My heart dropped at the prospect of further sadness. “I have
on good authority that a dear, dear friend of mine, Madelyn Consatoír, and her husband
recently,” the woman’s breath hitched, “passed. I was hoping to talk to anyone who may have
known her. Someone said you might know their daughter.”
I came to my feet. “I wasn’t their daughter. They were my guardians,” I said at once,
eager for a chance to connect to something, anything that they might have known. Everyone
looked at me and my sudden outburst.
Her eyes seemed to sparkle for just a moment before she smiled in that sad way. “I knew
Madelyn a long time ago—I was devastated to hear of this tragedy. I prayed so dearly that it
wasn’t true.”
“You knew Maddie?” I asked incredulously. My caretaker had never mentioned any Anne
Gardine. Any friends of hers would certainly never call her “Madelyn.”
“Oh yes; we went to school together.” This was a surprise to me. There’d be no mention
of school. Maddie was only a seamstress, not a well-bred lady. “I had not heard of them taking
on a ward.”
“Yes.” I began to scrutinize her further. Something didn’t seem quite right. Malcolm
always told me to be cautious around strangers. “They took me in after my own family passed
away, but that was some years ago.” If you were Maddie’s friend, surely you must have known
that, I thought.
She smiled sadly again. “You poor dear. How much you must have endured.”
A moment of quiet before Geoffrey cleared his throat and said with firm politeness, “It is
a comfort to know that Maddie and Malcolm were so well-loved. Surely you would like to sit
and reminisce. I know how dearly Elizabeth loves stories of their younger years. Mother, don’t
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you think some tea would be appropriate?”
Things were shuffled with great efficiency until Ms. Gardine and I were sitting side by
side on the divan. She smelled of lilies. “It was so many years ago now. She was sent to our
school in the middle of my third year.” I again raised my eyebrows in distinct disbelief. Maddie
had never mentioned such a thing. “All the way from Cherbourg, which was unheard of in those
days. The poor dear didn’t have many friends in the beginning.” She leaned into my shoulder to
confide: “Being French was so unfashionable; but I found her absolutely delightful. I’ve never
known a sweeter soul than Madelyn’s.”
Though feeling as though her words were false, I could not help but think, Neither have I.
I gauged her, fearful of what her lies might bring.
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Chapter 8
Somberness cast itself over the sitting room as the tea trolley was rolled in and refreshments
were served. I sipped on a bitter cup, sugar being discouraged by Mrs. McConnell, and cast a
glance at Geoffrey, finding that he was staring at me in return. In his eyes I could find concern.
The other McConnells sat stiff.
Ms. Gardine sighed deeply, set her cup aside, and straightened her back. “I suppose I
should come to the point of it, shouldn’t I?”
“If you’d like,” I said, hoping she reveal herself soon so she would leave. Something
about her made me uneasy.
I watched in fascination as the woman wrung her hands in her lap a few times. “There
was a time in my life when she was my dearest friend,” she whispered with the hint of tears in
her eyes. “When she married, though, I’m afraid we drifted apart. When I heard of her
passing…” she lifted a handkerchief to her eye, “I felt as though I must do something. And to
know they had a daughter, pardon, a ward…it seemed like the perfect opportunity to pay homage
to Madelyn’s memory.”
Geoffrey leaned further into the conversation. I had rarely seen him so dour and intense.
“And what, if you don’t mind my asking, do you hope to accomplish?”
“Well, with your permission,” she said to Mr. McConnell, “I would like to offer Miss
Davenport a position at my school, as a student.”
Mr. McConnell pursed his lips and I prepared for a resounding reprimand. “I’ve heard of
you. Some friends down at the club were talking about it last week. You’re the woman who
teaches her students Latin.” He turned to his wife. “Can you imagine? All the girls coming from
that school having ideas about education.”
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God forbid, I thought bitterly.
Mrs. McConnell looked perfectly scandalized.
“Mother, Father, I don’t think you appreciate the significance of Ms. Gardine’s offer,”
Geoffrey said. “You are her guardians. Her education is your responsibility. And if she is to be
my bloody wife,” he raised his voice, “then she should go to school to learn to become a lady,
should she not?”
To her credit, as lady, Ms. Gardine was quiet.
The McConnells looked at one another, obviously embarrassed by their son’s scolding.
“Perhaps it would be a good idea, dearheart, if you don’t consider all of the Latin foolishness.
Elizabeth is certainly in want of proper deportment,” Mrs. McConnell said, no doubt relishing
the chance at house free of my social lowness. “But even her allowance isn’t nearly enough to
pay for such a thing.”
I blushed, furious at being overlooked and judged so heinously.
“Mother,” Geoffrey said. I glanced over and saw his temper creeping up his neck.
“Please,” Ms. Gardine said with a raised hand, commanding the room in the single
motion. “My girls are dedicated to their education.” When the McConnells did not respond to
that, she added, “I also believe such tutorials transform them into better wives and mothers.”
The couple exchanged yet another glance. My belly was full of snakes, though I didn’t
know if it was excitement or fear that brought them. “Well, be that is it may, Ms. Gardine,” Mr.
McConnell said, “Miss Davenport still cannot afford to attend a school as prestigious as yours.”
“You flatter me, sir, but I did not come to intrude upon your hospitality for kind words.”
She rested a hand on my stiffened shoulder. “I would also never come into your home only to
then insult you by offering Miss Davenport a position, only to then deny her based on the virtue
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of her birth and circumstances.”
Then what are you doing here? I wondered but could not bring myself to ask. All of this
seemed wrong and suspicious. Why had Maddie never mentioned the woman?
“What are you saying, Ms. Gardine?” Geoffrey asked for me.
The woman seemed to gather herself. “I am offering Elizabeth a position at my school as
a student where she will be allowed to become a lady. I am not, of course, expecting any
compensation in return, should that sway your decision.”
I could no longer contain my curiosity. The words spilled from me, “Why would you do
that for a woman with whom you have not spoken in more than ten years? Christian charity
cannot run that deep.”
Ms. Gardine smiled softly at me. Beyond her I could see Geoffrey’s terrible frown. He
shook his head the slightest bit to convey his disappointment, in my behavior.
“I can certainly understand your cynical heart, Miss Davenport, given all you’ve been
through; however, I ask you consider my offer.”
Mr. McConnell cleared his throat. “It is not her place to consider such things. While your
offer is a generous one, Ms. Gardine, I cannot allow my ward to be taken into such an institution.
In fact, I cannot allow my family’s reputation to put at such a risk. And no matter what you may
say, there are few in this city who would embrace the education of a young woman. Perhaps you
did not know that.”
Shooting a glance to Ms. Gardine, I was surprised to find that there was no change in her
stoic demeanor. No doubt she had heard this all before. Instead, she rolled her shoulders back
and broke into a resplendent smile. “Of course I understand your reservations, sir. What sort of
guardian would you be if you did not take such reputations into account?” She clasped her hands

34
together in a pleading fashion. “But, and I beg your pardon for my impertinence, would it not be
best of your future daughter-in-law be cultivated to the highest order?” The rest of us blushed for
different reasons, but mine was certainly from embarrassment. “And with the friendships Miss
Davenport will undoubtedly make during her time with me…well, it would be a good deal easier
for her and her husband,” she looked pointedly at Geoffrey, “to gain access to certain social
circles.
“Now, I do not like to presume myself of any importance,” she continued, “but I do have
the privilege of knowing several good families. The Arlingtons, the Boswells, the Hinterlands.”
The McConnells’ faces bloomed with recognition. “All of their daughters have been with me at
some time or another. In fact, a few of my girls have recently had tea with the Duchess of York.”
There was a hush over the room. Surely even now Mr. McConnell couldn’t deny the
benefit of such an association. And yet, in true fashion, he still begrudgingly said, “Such a place
would only suit to point out Miss Davenport’s failings. People would learn of her breeding and
she would never be accepted.”
My breeding? I couldn’t help but think bitterly. In fact, it took every bit of my control to
maintain my seat. For weeks the couple had done nothing but remind me of how lucky I was to
be in their home. To me, it always sounded as though they thought Maddie and Malcolm’s
deaths were a stroke of luck for a girl like me.
“I think you underestimate my clout, sir, but I understand. My world is a new one to
Society. It has taken many years to gain as much acceptance as I have. I suppose my word that
Miss Davenport would be treated as everyone else would not be enough to sway you, would it?”
Even a brief glance from husband or wife indicated that it wasn’t. I wondered why she was really
pushing so hard to get her way. Anyone else offering such a gift would be long absolved of any

35
need for generosity. Ms. Gardine hummed. “Then might I ask you another impertinent
question?”
“If you must,” Mr. McConnell said, knowing full well that the woman was above him in
Society, as much as he might despise such a thing.
There was not so much as a tremor in her voice when she asked, “Is it your reputation
you fear for, sir, or hers?”
Mr. McConnell blustered for a moment, but the room had its answer. Although I had
always known the lengths to which the family went to keep me a secret from everyone else, the
truth had never stared me so boldly in the face.
“I see,” she said knowingly. “Then perhaps we can come to some other arrangement?”
My breath sped at once. Nothing good could come of such a suggestion.
“What do you have in mind?” Mr. McConnell asked, though I was pleased to hear at least
a trace of suspicion in his voice.
“Surely your biggest concern is Miss Davenport embarrassing you in some egregious
fashion, therefore sullying your family’s good name while she was with me, because it would be
impossible to conceal the relationship forever.” She paused to look at us all, lingering on my
brows that were already pulling themselves into a fresh glare. “And though Miss Davenport is
surely as lovely as Madelyn herself was, I can certainly appreciate the predicament.”
“Let us not dance around the subject, madam,” Geoffrey said, coming to my defense.
She did not parse words, “Perhaps we could come to agreement in which your family is
no longer responsible for Miss Davenport and her needs.”
Teacups clattered in their saucers. “Her guardians left express instructions that we were
to have Miss Davenport,” Mr. McConnell said.
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“As I thought. There is no doubt some compensation attached to her,” Ms. Gardine said
shrewdly. She was the sort of woman who knew how to control a room. “In exchange for her
guardianship, I would be willing to compensate you £10,000.”
I came to my feet in outrage. Before I could say anything, Mrs. McConnell snapped,
“Geoffrey, take Elizabeth and wait in the sitting room until you’re called.”
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Chapter 9
“They’re going to sell me, Geoffrey,” I cried as I paced from one side of the room to the other.
My heart threatened to expire. “A strange woman appears out of the mist, and they’re going to
bloody well sell me to her!”
“They’re not selling you,” my friend soothed, though I didn’t entirely trust his tone
considering the way he crossed his arms.
I laughed. “As if your father would turn down the chance for such a sum. And he can
wash his hands of me? What a miracle this must seem to him!”
“Will you please come sit down?”
My steps did not cease as I circled the room again and again. “Who is this woman,
really? Why are we entertaining someone who is so clearly mad?”
“Dearheart, the woman is no fraud. I’ve seen seen her at Court. Her girls are constantly
being introduced. They’re lovely,” he said in a soothing tone that was only serving to make me
angrier. How dare he be so calm?
“I don’t give a damn!” I said, struggling to keep my voice down.
Geoffrey sighed and didn’t comment on my swearing.
I finally sat next to my friend, fervently gathering his hands into mine. “Why is no one as
enraged by this as I am? Don’t you think, for a moment, if she and Maddie had been as close as
she claims, I would have met her? Wouldn’t Maddie want me to associate with highborn ladies?”
I peered into Geoffrey’s green eyes and thought of summer afternoons on the shore, a surprising
comfort. “And both she and Maddie meeting at some school I’ve never heard of? What sort of
flimsy pretext is that? It doesn’t make sense.”
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Geoffrey breathed from his nose. “But why would she lie? Why would she go through the
trouble of coming here and arguing with my father if there wasn’t truth to her words?”
“Why, indeed? How on earth did she hear about any of this?”
“She said someone told her.”
I started to pace again. “Yes, but who on earth does she know that knows Maddie and
Malcolm? I’m certain where we live could differ no further than it does.”
“Perhaps someone in her staff? Surely some of those girls you know work in such an
establishment.”
Wind out of my sails, I sat down again. “I absolutely despise you when you make sense,”
I whispered and leaned into the crook of his arm. He smelled of clove. “What do you think
they’re talking about?”
“The horrible business of money, I’m sure. If your benefactress hopes to assuage her
sorrow by offering such a position to you, then she will have to pay dearly for the privilege.”
“More dearly than £10,000?” I asked.
Geoffrey began to stroke my hair. “I hope it works out. I would much rather you leave
and be educated than haunting this house until you come of age and we’re forced to marry.”
Malcolm’s letter was resting nearby on the table for all the world to see. His lettering was
precise and practiced, making it easy to read: “Hold the world at arm’s length. Observe it. Judge
it. Never let it take advantage.”
All my life, both and Maddie and Malcolm had told me to keep myself safe from harm by
avoiding danger. Adventure and uncertainty were never entertained in our home. Practicality and
routine ruled. I had never questioned it, as is the case with children, but now I wondered what it
is they feared so greatly that they were leery of strangers. Perhaps now, all recent things
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considered, there was something else that they weren’t sharing with me. While I sat quietly,
Geoffrey continued in his gentle administrations. Where had they gotten the money? Why did
they think it necessary to marry me off to a fine family? My head hurt. Who is this woman?
“Shall we think about nicer things? Geoffrey asked as though knowing my thoughts.
“What did you have in mind?”
He hummed and swept the small hairs from my forehead, the palm of his hand chilly. “I
was thinking about all the letters I would write you.”
“You’re busy enough at Court to be bothering with penning letters,” I replied.
He clucked me under the chin. “We’ll see about that. I’d wager you’d have a dozen from
me before your first week was out.”
With a twinge of implacable sadness, I leaned up to kiss his cheek. “I would happily
answer each and every one.” We were quiet, and I strained my ears for any hint of conversation.
“What do you think will happen if she does take me on?”
“Well, it’s difficult to say. I feel as though this is a unique situation. I should hope that
you are carried away and allowed to become a lady and have brilliant friends who adore you at
least halfway as much as I do.”
I screwed up the courage to voice my fear, “What if it’s horrible?”
“Then you come home to me,” he replied.
“She’s buying me. I’d be her ward. She would have power of me,” I whispered.
He paused to collect his thoughts. Despite having known Geoffrey most of my life, I
wasn’t prepared for what he said next, “We’ll run away and get married in Gretna Green.”
I sat up, stunned. What he suggested was no small thing. “Are you serious?”
“Wherever you are concerned, my dear,” he said, eyes level with mine. “If the need
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arose, I would take you away in a second.”
With great familiarity, I twined my arms around my friend’s neck and held him close
enough to feel the beating of his heart in my own chest. In my ear I heard the faintest sniff.
Drawing away I saw Geoffrey’s eyes brimmed with tears. He wiped them away with a casual
hand. “But I have a feeling that won’t be necessary. Everything will be fine. Isn’t that what
Maddie always said?”
My heart dropped a bit with remembrance. “Everything happens for a reason,” I supplied,
hearing her voice clear as a bell in my memory.
“Precisely right, my dear.” He kissed me cheek. “This woman has come into your life at
this moment for a reason.”
If that’s the case, then why do I feel so sick? I wondered and felt it was impossible to be
anything but suspicious. There were just too many things to consider: the inheritance, the
marriage, Ms. Gardine, the incomprehensible letter. Perhaps all that had happened was to warn
me to be wary of the future, like a sign from God to protect me from the Devil.
Geoffrey and I separated when we heard footsteps approaching the salon. This was an
action well-practiced between the two of us, though we were not often allowed the luxury of
being alone together after both coming of a certain age. Mrs. McConnell opened the door quickly
as though prepared to catch us doing something unseemly. Upon seeing us on separate sofas,
sitting as though pinnacles of purity, she said, “Ms. Gardine would like to speak with you for a
moment alone, Elizabeth.”
“About?” Geoffrey asked.
Mrs. McConnell stood a little straighter. “She did not say specifically.”
Geoffrey assessed his mother. He sat up in full, going so far as to begin to stand. There
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was a certain urgency in his voice when he asked, “What have you done?”
She placed an offended hand to her chest. “I have done nothing. I thought this is what
you wanted, Geoffrey. You didn’t want to marry her, so God gave you succor. Come along,
Elizabeth, we shouldn’t keep her waiting.”
She came across the room to collect me. I vibrated with fear as we walked up the hall to
some unknown fate.
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Chapter 10
Mistress Gardine was smiling at me from her spot on the sofa when we entered. “Miss
Davenport, so lovely to see you again.”
“Madam.” I curtsied as I had been taught and took a seat near her. I found myself speared
by the headmistress’s careful gaze again.
“I take it you know why you are here,” she said after Mrs. McConnell left us.
“I don’t like to make assumptions, madam,” I said.
Her face became serious. “Perhaps it is your guardians who have made assumptions. Tell
me, and I must ask that you answer truthfully, have they been kind to you?”
I flushed at the implication and the invitation to betray the people who had, I supposed,
been gracious enough to let me into their home. “There are worse fates than having a warm bed
and plenty to eat,” I said after a moment of contemplation.
Mistress Gardine considered that and then said, “True enough. I suppose asking after
your happiness would be an unfair question, too.”
It certainly would, I thought.
She said, “I’ll come to the heart of it, Miss Davenport: In honor of Madelyn’s memory, I
truly would like you to accept a position with at my school.
“Why?” I spat.
She leaned back. “Pardon?”
“Why are you doing this?” I crossed my arms. “It certainly comes as a surprise from a
woman I have never, and I mean no offense, even heard of.”
This did not seem to ruffle her in the slightest. Instead, Mistress Gardine set aside her tea
and clasped her hands in front of her. “Be that as it may, Miss Davenport, but I remember
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Madelyn when we were many years younger. She was one of the kindest individuals I have ever
had the honor to meet. When I heard of her passing from one of my maids, I was devastated. You
cannot deny the impulse to help someone, can you?”
“Well, no,” I said, not allowing my gentle heart to be swayed but such pretty talk. “But I
must admit that taking on a pupil, never mind a ward is no small feat. Did Maddie truly mean
that much to you?”
She was relentless. “I think of it as my duty as a good Christian woman to help someone
who has suffered so much. With so much injustice and ugliness in this world, could you deny me
the chance to right a single wrong?”
“What wrong?” I asked as my body tensed in response to whatever lies I perceived to be
leaving her mouth. It was difficult for me to feign such coldness. What she said stirred my spirit.
I had spent my life easing the burdens of others in the best way I could. Suffering made me
weep; but I couldn’t let her see my weakness. “I apologize for my rudeness, madam, but I refuse
to believe that you knew her.”
At last, a blush. The color that slashed across her cheeks was first a gentle pink until it
developed into a horrid scarlet. “How dare you?” she whispered. “How dare you sit there and
excuse me of such treachery? I have come into this home to offer you sanctuary, a chance at a
better life. What do I receive for my efforts? Scorn. Debasement.”
It was my turn to flush.
“It is not my fault we fell out with one another,” Ms. Gardine said as she clutched a fresh
handkerchief to her trembling lips. “It is the thing that happens when you marry. You cleave to
your husband and disappear from the world.” Silence lingered between us. When Ms. Gardine
opened her mouth again, it was a whisper that I could barely hear: “We called her Chanteuse,
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because she dearly loved to sing.”
My heart plummeted. How could I deny such evidence now? Had Malcolm not called
Maddie ‘Chanteuse’ every day of our lives together? “Ma belle Chanteuse.” His beautiful
songbird.
“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “Please, try to understand my predicament.”
She seemed to compose herself. “Of course, of course. I can’t begin to imagine what you
are going through, my dear. But what I hope to do is offer you the chance to start something new.
A new home?” My eyes watered at the reminder that all of that had been taken from me.
Mistress Gardine wasted no time in exploiting the wound. “A new family? Would you like that?
Isn’t that what Madelyn would have wanted for you?”
She would want me safe and cared for; but more than anything, I want to belong
somewhere again. With so much uncertainty in my life, it seemed impossible to believe that
something so grand would happen. She knew Maddie, I thought to myself as though trying to
actually convince myself of it. “Yes,” I said.
“Good.” She nodded succinctly. “Then I will give you every opportunity I can and, in
return, you will trust me to act on your behalf and adhere to a few of my requests. Please trust
that they are reasonable ones to be discussed later. At the time of your eighteenth birthday, you
will be presented to the Court. Or, if you prefer, you could stay in my employ as an instructor.”
My heart thudded at the definitive nature of her offer. “We will do all that we can for the former,
but there is no shame in teaching.”
I watched her carefully, afraid to breathe too loudly lest something ruin this moment.
“My school is quite different from any other ladies’ institution in the country. It is my
firm belief that young women should be diversely instructed, not just in needlepoint and
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conversation. You will be expected to excel in all of your subjects.”
“Yes, madam,” I said. “But whatever I have to offer you seems paltry in comparison to
what you are offering, madam,” I said. “Very noble considering that you’ve not seen my
guardian in so many years. Are you certain you wish to take me on?”
The sad smile remained. “Yes, my dear. There’s no need for uncertainty when an
opportunity present itself. What do you say?”
I could only bring myself to whisper, “Yes, madam.”
“Excellent.” Her face was so serene and so trustworthy, yet it was impossible to shake the
feeling that something was coming. “Let us deliver the news together.”
My heart fluttered, but still I followed.
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Chapter 11
September 1786
City of Westminster, London
After being pulled unceremoniously into such a bright and beautiful world, I supposed it should
have come as no surprise that I would spend it in near silent contemplation. For the scant few
days I had been there, the other girls did not approach me beyond expected courtesies in our
classes or in the halls. I understood no one knew who I was or where I had come from. Perhaps
more than that, Mistress Gardine had not done her duty to formally introduce me.
I appreciated the time to read, write, and fiddle with the maddening letter that had yielded
nothing more than a few useless words such as “the” and “if.” And yet, I had never felt more
alone in my life.
Standing in the hallway near Mistress Gardine’s office, I waited for two hours in
conversation with the headmistress. Over the last few days, my childhood had been the main
topic of conversation. While it was resoundingly obvious that she was hiding something from
me, I could not help but enjoy her company.
“Come in, Miss Davenport,” Mistress Gardine called from behind her closed door.
I obeyed and came halfway across the room before I was struck by the presence of a man.
He was standing, allowing me to take in his full height, iron grey hair, and gentle countenance.
“Bonjour,” he said in a sweet baritone.
“Bonjour,” I said with a curious expression thrown to Mistress Gardine. She gave me a
faint smile, ever a lady.
“Miss Davenport, this is my dear friend M Claude Delacroix. Claude, this is the pupil I
was telling you about: Mlle Elizabeth Davenport.”
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He came to take my hand, placing a resounding smack against the top. “C’est une plaisir.
Comme il est gentil de te rencontrer enfin.”
Blushing, I said, “Merci, monsieur. I did not realize that Mistress Gardine spoke to
anyone about me. Good things, I hope.”
“Exclusivement,” M Delacroix said with a wonderfully crooked and tea stained grin,
releasing my hand at last.
“Please, Miss Davenport, sit with us. I was just saying how nice it is to have Claude with
us again. It has been too long.” M Delacroix helped me to my seat with a practiced flourish. “I
have asked him to join us for our afternoon discussions, if that is agreeable to you.”
“Of course,” I said. “Though I am not sure what I can add to your conversations.”
“Sometimes it is better to listen, non?” M. Delacroix said in deeply accented English. In
the light I noticed that his eyes were lovely grey-blue. Despite never having met him before,
there was something charmingly familiar about him.
“You are right, monsieur,” I said.
Mistress Gardine cleared her throat. “I was hoping we might discuss your journey,
Claude. Your letters make me think that this trip of yours couldn’t have been more prudently
timed.” I could not help but wonder why I was with them.
The smile disappeared and M. Delacroix instead gave a serious expression. “You are
right, Anne. Things have been difficult in Paris. I am glad to be gone for some months.” He
looked at me conspiratorially. “Your mistress has told me of your particular…” he seemed to
consider the next word very carefully, “situation. I must ask, what do you know of the world,
mademoiselle?”
Casting frantic eyes towards Mistress Gardine, I wanted to ask why she would confess
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such a thing to a stranger. Had she not asked me to keep my past to myself when I arrived?
“Two of my dearest friends served in the War,” I said with a twinge of pain as I thought
about them. I had been so young when they left to fight, Garrett to the north in America and
Oliver to the south in a place called Georgia. When they returned, I saw the ways war changed
men. Garrett pursued his military career; Oliver ran away to Italy.
“Bien sûr,” M Delacroix said in an apologetic tone. “It is important to be aware of war;
but do you know why the War started?”
What is the point of this? I wondered suspiciously. Surely Mistress Gardine did not
expect me to talk politics. “The Americans no longer wanted to remain under British rule...They
wanted to be independent.”
M Delacroix smiled again, though it seemed sad this time. “Isn’t that what all men want?
Independence? Freedom?”
“I suppose, but few know what to do with it once they have it,” I said, thinking about
something Malcolm would say next to the fire at night after a bit of whiskey.
The older man gave a sharp bark of surprise. “What a clever girl you have, Anne. How
right you are, ma belle. Nevertheless, when one man achieves his freedom, those still in chains
begin to fight against their bonds.”
“What do you mean?” Mistress Gardine asked, leaning against her desk. There was
something urgent in the way she clasped her hands that made me uncomfortable. Why did you
bring this man to us? I wondered.
“Paris is not what you remember, ma petite,” M Delacroix admitted on a heavy sigh.
“The Americans’ Revolution has set everyone on fire. You can barely have a meal without
someone calling the King a fool or, for that matter, God.”
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Mistress Gardine gasped.
M Delacroix nodded. “I have never thought much of divine right, myself, but to be so
sacrilegious? It is a scandal. Though I cannot lay the blame squarely at the feet of these outliers.
The harvest has not been kind. Those less fortunate souls are starving in the streets. Brothers are
betraying brothers, turning them over to the Crown for…intrigue, I suppose.” Seeming to
recognize his tone had turned dark, M Delacroix rolled back his shoulders and reclaimed a
shadow of his previous humor. “It’s only a matter of time before foul-tempered old men like me
are sent to the Bastille.”
Mistress Gardine chuckled, but I felt something disquiet in my chest.
“You’re not serious, are you?” I asked, finding it impossible to imagine such a world.
M Delacroix’s shrug did little to settle my unfound fears. “The French are not well
known for their even tempers. Passion is a national pastime. I thought such tensions would ease
with the fading of summer, but I cannot say that they have. If things continue this way, the King
will have to do something lest the unspeakable happen.”
There was a momentary dip in the conversation, almost as if both M Delacroix and
Mistress Gardine were considering the possibility of such a tragedy. Despite not knowing exactly
my place in such a conversation, I was pleased to be treated as an equal.
If what Maddie had told me of the French monarch was even the slightest bit true, I
feared for France’s future. More than that, I feared for what this man’s presence in my weekly
meetings meant for me.
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Chapter 12
Dearest Geoffrey,
I have yet to make any new acquaintances. I must admit that this week has exhausted me.
Between classes and this damn letter, I have not slept much. Have you had a chance to take your
copy to that Italian you mentioned a few days ago? I’d send them to Oliver, but I’m afraid my
patience isn’t that bountiful. There must be a way to work through it faster. There must be.
My quill hovered over the page until a blot appeared. I set it aside and readied myself for
classes. If my ramblings to Geoffrey were any indication of my wellbeing, it was high time to
leave the letter behind for a few hours. I didn’t though, retreating to the school’s expansive
library until it was time for classes. I eventually made my way to Master Christianson’s
geometry class. He stood at the front of the class, quickly sketching out geometric concepts that I
continued to not understand. The lessons themselves had begun easy enough as Malcolm had
spent many evenings tutoring me. From there, though, things had rapidly exceeded my grasp.
The tranquility of chalk against board was disturbed by the sound of the door opening.
Everyone turned to see a girl in a dress that might have been qualified as a uniform if it
hadn’t been for her mass of brown hair that cascaded in rebellious waves. Even from a distance I
could see a pair of dark blue eyes that seemed almost dreamy. As usual, my desk mate was late.
“So good of you to join us, Miss Connor,” Master Christianson intoned with distaste. It
was a common enough occurrence that there seemed little use in punishing her, a situation that
was compounded by the fact that she was brilliant.
She sat beside me with little grace, ignoring me entirely. We had sat beside one another
for days and she had yet to say single word. Instead, she took out her slate and chalk and began
drawing something with definitive lines and curves, slight numerical notations next to ones
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deemed important.
My head throbbed with struggle. The instant I started towards a new plane of realization,
Master Christianson moved onto a new topic. Sometimes my hand would be given a moment of
reprieve when he lectured on Descartes.
Towards the end of our second hour, I noticed that Miss Connor had transferred from
chalk to ink and paper as she began to recreate her sketch that was now more detailed—I still had
no idea what it was meant to be. The lesson to her was of no matter.
When Master Christianson at last dismissed us, the room cleared in seconds and left me
behind. I put my things away with careful precision, hoping not to smudge my notes. Miss
Connor did not seem to notice that the room had emptied, continuously scribbling. This is your
chance, I thought bravely. I touched Miss Connor’s shoulder.
She jumped at once, frightening me. We moved at the same time, like reflections. Miss
Connor was shorter than I was by half a head, shoulders hunched. Her face was a soft oval
framed with brown waves that flowed down her shoulders. Dark blue eyes looked down at the
floor instead of my face, lips pulled into a frown, and eyebrows drawn into a glare—she was
prepared for battle.
“I thought it time to introduce myself. Elizabeth Davenport.” She said nothing. “What
were you drawing?” I asked, pointing to the papers she clenched in her hands. Still the girl said
nothing and I bit my lip. “I’m sorry, have I done something to upset you?”
“Are trying to trick me?” Her voice was accusatory.
I looked around me, finding it impossible to be asked such a question. Surely she was
speaking to someone else. “No,” I said. “Why on earth would I?”
Miss Connor still did not look like she believed me. “The last time I talked to a girl in this
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classroom, I was locked in a closet. Overnight.”
My eyes widened in horror. “I’m so sorry! I have no intentions of being so cruel. I give
you my word.” I placed a hand to my heart.
She scrutinized me until she gave a very reluctant: “Sarah Connor.”
Brightened with success, I said, “A pleasure to meet you. I was just going to the dining
room. Would you care to join me?”
Miss Connor glanced at me, the papers in her hand, then back to me. “Call me by my first
name. ‘Miss Connor’ makes me think of my brother. Just ‘Sarah,’ if you would. I have quite a bit
of work to do, but I suppose eating would be beneficial.”
“Absolutely,” I cheered.
“But I would prefer to eat quickly and return to the library.” She arched a brow and
looked me up and down. “You may come with me, if you wish.” She started walking away
without waiting for my reply, throwing over her shoulder, “Just know that I will not be going
into any closets.” I gave her back a queer expression, but followed nonetheless.
Sarah, as she insisted on being called, did eat quickly as she did not seem to like to waste
her time in conversation. In fact, she was done before I truly had time to sweeten my tea.
Quickly shoveling cold chicken into my mouth, I bolted after her in the hopes that I would have
the chance to spend more time in her company.
Settled at table, however, Sarah did not seem overly interested in conversation now,
either. In fact, it was like I wasn’t there at all as she continued on with her project, quietly
humming to herself. I fiddled with the edges of books until I became so frustrated in silence that
I retrieved the letter from my pocket, its near constant home. I stared at the page, as though that
would make the foreign languages morph into something intelligible.
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The humming stopped. Looking up, I saw Sarah alternately staring at me and the letter
under my fingertips. “Who’s Glasgow?” she asked.
“Pardon?”
She tapped a stubby index finger at the top of the page. “Glasgow. Is that you?”
“Oh,” I said and looked down at the letter, realizing the implication. Malcolm was from
Glasgow. This was his. Who would write him a letter like this? It was my turn to be distracted:
“No, no, I’m not Glasgow. I hadn’t really thought of it as a person before right this moment.”
Without asking, she plucked the letter from right beneath my palm and read over it.
“Italian, Greek, Latin, Spanish, Russian…undoubtedly German.” She was incredible. She began
to scribble new notes over the diagram she had spent so long sketching. “Polish. I’d wager that’s
Danish. I don’t recognize any of the others. At least four more languages. Fascinating.” Sarah
whipped her head up towards mine. “Where did you get this?”
“I found it in my guardians’ things after they…” I paused, uncertain how much I should
tell her, “passed away.”
“Oh, so you’re an orphan? Is that why Mistress Gardine brought you here? You didn’t
have anywhere else to go?” While blunt, there was not a trace of malice in her voice.
Fighting off a blush, I nodded. “You could say that.” I suppose there’s no use in
pretending, I imagine she’d figure it out eventually.
Sarah nodded once as her fingers brushed against the ink. “I thought as much. Seemed
very unusual Mistress Gardine to not formally introduce you to everyone. Not that money or
family matter. You shouldn’t worry yourself over it. A waste of energy,” she mumbled in a tone
bordering on disinterest. “My, my, how curious. You’ve brought me quite the puzzle, Elizabeth.”
She looked up again with a grin, a great toothy thing. “I love puzzles.”
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Chapter 13
“And you’re sure you won’t come?” I asked Sarah for the sixth time since her coming to my
room for our afternoon chat. My stomach swirled with fear, and I would have given anything to
convince her to come with me, even for just an hour. For the moment, I waited for the maid that
was meant to help me prepare.
“Absolutely certain,” Sarah said again as she held a book close to her face. “You’re going
to find Andrew tonight, aren’t you? He said he’s a bit of new information for the translation. Be
sure you bring it straight back to me.”
Mr. Connor, Sarah’s twin brother, had been quickly brought into our mystery, swiftly
translating the Greek for us: believe, world, commend. He was intrigued with the prospect of our
translating the thing, showing me rather quickly that he and his sister shared the same capacity
for curiosity. I was touched by their obvious affection for one another, a fact made evident by the
two, sometimes three, letters that were exchanged between the siblings in the course of a day.
“I will do my best to find him, but I imagine the party will be quite large,” I teased.
“We are twins,” she said. “You’ll have no excuse if you don’t meet with him.”
Sobered, I said, “Nothing would stop me from finding him, Sarah.” It was true, the
mystery of the Glasgow letter had made me ravenous for information.
There was a knock on my door, prompting Sarah to jump up and answer it. She nodded
quickly to the guest and left without another word. There was no use in calling her to me. When
Sarah set her mind to something, she did it. A familiar face held a covered tray and small jug.
I gasped. “Julia!”
Julia Teller, the daughter of a woman who used to sew with Maddie, brightened. “How
good it is to see you at last, Miss Davenport!
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I stepped back to allow the girl into my room. “It’s been an age.”
She placed the tray on my writing desk with a soft clatter and brought me in for an
embrace. “I was so glad to hear that the headmistress offered you a place. She was so upset when
I told her what happened to…” she paused to release me. “I’m sorry.”
“Perfectly all right,” I said, feeling as though my mood would not be ruined by the twinge
of sorrow her words brought. “It was you!” I said, at last realizing the connection. Julia jumped
as though struck. I comforted her with a hand to her shoulder. “I’ve combed my mind for weeks
as to how Mistress Gardine knew of Maddie and Malcolm’s passing. I had no idea you were in
her employ.”
“Oh yes, miss,” Julia said with hands folded. “Nearly three years now. I’m afraid I came
to work in quite a state when I heard.” She gave me a glance full of contestable pity. “Madam
Gardine, Lord bless her, asked what happened. I’d never seen her so upset.”
“She knew Maddie, then?” I asked, incredulous.
“I suppose,” she drifted as she poured me a cup of tea, “but I think she was more
concerned about their daughter. I guess that would be you. Had lots of questions.”
“Like what?”
“Oh, things like how old you were. And how long you’d been with Maddie.”
After thanking her for the steaming cup, I asked my true burning question: “Julia, don’t
you find it odd that she didn’t know any of that already?”
She looked confused at once. “Pardon?”
“Well, it just seems so unusual that a lady like Mistress Gardine would know Maddie.
Why didn’t you tell me you’d spoken to her?”
“The madam asked me not to,” she said.
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I wanted to shout. “And you don’t find that odd?”
Julia frowned and shook her head slowly. “No, miss. I’m sure Mistress Gardine has her
reasons. It’s not my place to questions her.”
While she did not say, “And it’s not yours either,” the implication was loud enough. We
stood there in awkward silence. Who knew what would happen if I continued the line of
questioning. She could very well turn to Mistress Gardine, and then what would I be? An ingrate.
Julia was the one to break. “I will tell Mother I saw you. She’ll want to pay her respects
to your family. The cemetery near Chiswick?” I nodded. “We will place flowers on their graves
and say a prayer for you.” She left after curtsying.
I walked to the desk and lifted the lid of the tray to find a plate of bread, cold meats, and
cheeses, but I wasn’t hungry. Trembling with questions, my hand drifted to the locket that rested
in the hollow of my throat. Inside, a portrait of my mother. How comforting it was in times of
stress and fear. Nothing made sense. “Why would Mistress Gardine not want Julia to tell me?” I
asked the locket. The question sounded even more absurd when said aloud.
I began to pace, hoping that it would distract me from my fear over the party and building
suspicions. My mind turned to the letter again. So many mysteries had arisen at once that there
was no possible way that they could be unrelated. I was thankful for Sarah’s brilliance. While
she struggled with the translations, it was obvious that her mind gathered much more than mine.
I was excited to at last meet her brother. “No need to be nervous, Elizabeth,” I said. “You’re
going to meet someone new. You might even enjoy yourself.”
There was another knock at the door. Upon answering, I was greeted by a maid who was
already curtseying, eyes downcast. “Miss Cunnings bid me assist you with your dressing, miss.”
Her voice was timid, as if she expected scolding.
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“Marie Cunnings?” I asked. I had a class with the girl. Upon even a cursory investigation
it was easy to tell the young lady was a tempest. “I hadn’t realized that Mistress Gardine would
send me someone else’s maid. I hope I’m not keeping you.”
“Of course not, miss. Miss Cunnings is very happy to help,” she said as she gathered my
hair into her hands. “How would you like me to put it up?”
“However you think it would look best…this is my first party.” I flushed.
“Julia told me,” she said in the same timid voice. The maid then set to her task, taking all
the items from the bag–all manner of brushes and combs, an iron for curling, pins, ribbons of
varying colors– and placing them on my vanity. She set the iron into the fire. “Will you be
wearing the dress on the bed, miss?” I nodded. “An excellent choice.”
As she set to her task, the door opened without prompting to admit a lovely young
woman in white, brown hair already pulled into elaborate ringlets, little flowers dispersed
throughout. Marie Cunnings. She was loud and boisterous, but there was no denying her
cleverness. Here she was now, streaming into my room and leaving the door open behind her,
ready to destroy the small peace I had built. I swallowed the lump in my throat.
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Chapter 14
“Good evening, Miss Davenport,” the girl said as she stopped near me. “I trust Mary is being
helpful. What are you doing with her hair? Braids? Lovely. Ooh, what about a few of those little
leftover roses? Like these?” She spoke quickly and pointed to the flowers woven into her hair.
“They’d look lovely with your dress. Don’t you think?”
“Oh,” I started, realizing that she thought that I would be wearing a more traditional color
to the dance. “I-I won’t be wearing white this evening.”
Miss Cunnings gasped, eyes bright with excitement. “You won’t? How positively
scandalous! Do tell me why.” I opened my mouth, but she quickly silenced me with another
interjection, “Wait! Don’t. Let me guess. Hmm, you can’t be any older than I am…Have you
been presented at Court?”
I coughed out a laugh, coming to the quick realization that Miss Cunnings was a gossip.
Anything I told her would no doubt be the talk of breakfast tomorrow. “No. I intend to wear that
dress over there.” I extended my hand towards the bed.
I watched in the mirror as my visitor lifted the sleeve of the dress as if it were repulsive.
“Is this mulberry? It’s practically black!”
“Yes.” I winced when Mary tweaked a small hair into formation with the others.
“But why?” she asked.
I was silent as Mary tumbled my hair upwards and started securing a few of the braids.
With no small amount of trepidation, I told her, “I’m in mourning.”
Miss Cunnings sat on my bed, exuberance deflated. “Mistress Gardine told us you were
from the country. I didn’t realize it was due to some tragedy.”
A moment ticked by before Miss Cunnings was on her feet again, full of indignity. “She
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made no mention to me that you were in mourning. I am, of course, sorry for your loss, but it just
wasn’t…well, it wasn’t what I was expecting.” She cleared her throat. “At any rate,” she sidled
up beside Mary, “no flowers. If you are in mourning, you should look as demure as possible.
Although,” she raised a finger to her lips in a pensive expression, “you’d like to make an
impression. This is all so unconventional…” She paced. “I know! Combs. Mary, go fetch them.”
The maid obeyed.
When she was gone, Miss Cunnings asked, “I’m being rude, aren’t I? I am, I can tell.
Sometimes my mouth gets the better of me. Mama tells me it’s a dreadful habit. Goodness,
where are my manners? We haven’t been properly introduced. Marie Cunnings. And you, of
course, are Elizabeth Davenport.” Miss Cunnings smiled at me, a dimple showing in her left
cheek. “I recognize the name Davenport—I think my mother once had tea with a family when
we were holidaying in the country, but I don’t believe they are of any relation to you.”
It was difficult to know if what she was said was meant as an insult. I was careful not to
say too much. Under the close gaze of Marie Cunnings, it was difficult to know whether or not I
could keep my secrets for very long.
I tried for evasiveness. “You know, this is my first big party. I’m quite nervous.”
“No need for that, Miss Davenport,” she said, though nearly twitching with unasked
questions. “You’re in good hands.”
Mary returned and spun my hair up with the tortoiseshell.
“Thank you very much, I appreciate your kindness,” I told her.
“Not at all, Miss Davenport, I am here to assist you.” Miss Cunnings was laughing again.
“Though, after this evening, I’m not so certain that you’ll want to so much as thank me.”
The apprehension that had been in my belly upon my arrival was now winding its way up
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my throat. “What do you mean?”
Miss Cunnings’ fingers were on my shoulders. “Please, Miss Davenport, don’t fret.
You’ll do just fine, I promise. Finish with her face, Mary. We’ll be late if she isn’t dressed
soon.” She say on her bed as the maid started to crush things into a mortar with a pestle. There
was comfort in the sound. It reminded me of Maddie in the kitchen, crunching herbs with oil.
“You’ll have scores of people wanting to meet you, Miss Davenport,” Miss Cunnings
commented from across the room. I was thankful that the letter was near my hand. God knew
what she would do with such a secret.
“You think so?”
“Oh yes,” she said. “Fresh faces are always appreciated.”
I stared ahead, intently focused on my jewelry box. I did not want to draw any attention
to myself. I wanted only to meet with Mr. Connor and discuss my letter.
Meanwhile, with a practiced hand, Mary accentuated my cheekbones and brows. Soon
after I was balancing piled hair, pretending they were the books Maddie had often made me carry
atop my head, and allowing myself to be dressed.
The corset was pulled around me, the laces twined around Mary’s fingers and tugged
tighter and tighter before the hoopskirt was buckled around my waist to weigh me down. The
blue mound of fabric was brought over my head, arms pushed through tight sleeves. My lower
half was made even heavier, forcing me to question how women were meant to move. Perhaps
corsets were meant to keep us docile, forever drinking tea.
Standing in front of the mirror, I did not recognize myself. Large brown eyes stared back,
blinking with long lashes to note pale skin with an unfortunate smattering of summertime
freckles, high cheekbones, and a small nose. My mourning was deep in my bones and gave me a
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sickly appearance bravely offset by rouge. Geoffrey hoped that a few weeks of rich food and
wine would see me well again.
Miss Cunnings considered me, then said, “Let’s go.” She took my hand in hers.
Uncertain, I held onto my guide with mild desperation, pulling the door closed behind
me. As we drew closer to the steps, I could hear the overwhelming sound of people mixed up
with the strains of a string quartet.
“Miss Davenport,” Miss Cunnings said, stopping at the first step, “please be certain to
stay close. I should hate to lose you.”
Down in the bustling foyer, the crowd started to swallow Miss Cunnings up, but parted
when I stepped into a sea of white dresses and dark jackets. The air was thick with smoke,
perfume, and conversation; but more than that, I could feel the weight of strangers’ gazes on me
as they marked me an outsider. Though confidence wavered, I continued to follow Miss
Cunnings closely as she made a path through the mob.
Miss Cunnings hauled me into a crowded sitting room. “There are some people that I
would like you to meet.” She lifted up her arm in a wave. I followed her gaze and saw a tall,
slender girl with blonde hair acknowledge Miss Cunnings.
“Hello, Rie,” the tall girl said. Her hair was a swirl of golden curls, her face round, her
nose slender enough to lend an aristocratic air, her eyes hazel and intelligent. “You have a
shadow.”
“Indeed so. Ladies, this is Elizabeth Davenport.”
“A pleasure to meet you at last. I’m Virginia Wellington and this is Katherine Calleen.”
She placed her hand on the shoulder of a veritable songbird.
“A pleasure,” Miss Calleen said, a French accent unmistakable even in such a short
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sentence. She had a narrow face that was made even more so by high, prominent cheekbones and
a pair brown eyes that were deep set and serious.
Pleasantries aside, Marie said, “Tonight is an absolute crush.”
The girls began a conversation that I drifted from at once, spending the time looking for a
man who resembled Sarah.
“Hello there, Mr. McAllister,” Miss Cunnings called.
A man of small stature and a full head of black hair approached with a smile. “Hello,
wonderful to see you and your lovely friends,” he said, bowing. “Though, I do not believe I
know this beauty.” He directed his attention to me with an expectant look. Be polite, I reminded
myself in spite of the irritation I felt. I wanted to find Mr. Connor.
Miss Cunnings cleared her throat and continued, “Miss Davenport, this is John
McAllister. Mr. McAllister, this is Elizabeth Davenport. She has recently joined us from the
country.”
“Is that so?” He considered me again, taking in the dark blue of my dress. “Well, it is a
pleasure, miss. I should like to hear all about it. Might I request a dance after supper?”
“I would be delighted, sir,” I said, not meaning it.
“Ladies.” Mr. McAllister bowed and disappeared back into the crowd.
I returned my attention to the other ladies and found them staring with new interest.
“What?” I asked.
Miss Wellington chuckled and came to twine her arm with mine in easy familiarity.
“Now, now, don’t worry yourself, Miss Davenport. You’ll have the whole of London tied around
your finger before long.” The trio laughed at me and I blushed. The dinner bell rang.
“Sitting with us, Marie?” Miss Calleen asked as our group moved with the crowd towards
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the dining room.
“No, I don’t think so,” Miss Cunnings replied airily as she began looking about.
“Ah, I see,” Miss Wellington said in a knowing way. “Come along, Katherine, we’ll
leave her to it. Miss Davenport, lovely to meet you. We will see you later.”
The girls hurried ahead. I looked over at Miss Cunnings questioningly, but saw that she
paid me no mind. With some awkwardness, I waited for her to find her mark. “Pardon me,” she
said as she craned her neck. “I’m looking for someone.”
“Whom?”
“Indeed, Miss Cunnings, I find that I have the same question,” came a deep voice from
nearby. The crowd thinned and allowed my guide and me a look at the speaker: a tall, broad
shouldered, surprisingly beautiful man. He had dark blonde hair that curled lightly at the ears and
sharp eyes that pierced from afar. Miss Cunnings sighed whimsically before walking towards
him in way that was both innocent and practiced.
“Hello, Mr. Wyomington,” she replied in a collected voice, holding out a gloved hand
with an expectant look.
“A delight, as usual.” The man gave her a look of total adoration before noticing me at
all. “And who is this lovely young lady?”
“Mr. Wyomington, this is Elizabeth Davenport,” she said. “Miss Davenport, this is
Charles Wyomington.”
For the briefest of moments, it was as if the man was surprised, but the look vanished
more quickly than it had appeared. “An honor, miss.” Mr. Wyomington bowed without taking
my hand. “May I escort you both? I’m afraid we’ve been left behind.” He offered an arm to each
of us, which we took. “I’ve been searching for you since we arrived, my dear, and here I find you
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with a new companion. You must tell me everything,” the man said, his running over me as
though I were some sort of specimen.
“I certainly will, but first you must take us to supper. Only then, will I divulge,” she
answered in a flirtatious tone.
“Of course, Miss Cunnings, I’d expect nothing less.”
As I considered Mr. Wyomington’s stride, something inside my chest shivered.

65
Chapter 15
We wound through the crowd to the dining room. I could feel myself being scrutinized. I did my
best to ignore it, instead paying attention to the face of every dark haired man, hoping to find Mr.
Connor. Mr. Wyomington found us seats at the table suited for more than a hundred guests.
“Here we are, ladies.” The blonde man eased me into my seat with a firm hand. What a strong
grip for a gentleman, I thought as he sat between me and Marie.
“Wyomington,” a chipper voice called.
Our party turned to find a young man who looked like Sarah coming towards us. He was
taller, broader across the shoulders, and had a different air about him; but the same softly curled
dark brown hair adorned his head, though cut close around the sides and longer at the top. And
there were her eyes that now took us in with a kind of eagerness. “Hello, Connor,” Mr.
Wyomington said. “Join us?”
“It would be a pleasure. Miss Cunnings and…” Mr. Connor considered me a moment.
“Miss Davenport.”
Both Mr. Wyomington and my guide looked at me. “You know one another?” Miss
Cunnings asked, eye bright.
“My sister has spoken very highly of her,” Mr. Connor said fondly.
“Oh really? How lucky for you to know her already, sir,” Mr. Wyomington said. “It is the
mademoiselle’s first evening with us.”
Miss Cunnings recaptured her companion’s attention with some witty remark that I could
not hear over the room’s din. Confident that we would not be heard, I turned to Mr. Connor and
said, “How lovely it is to meet you at last, sir.”
His eyes twinkled with something I had never seen in his sister: unabashed joy.
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“Likewise, my dear Miss Davenport.” Sarah’s twin began piling my plate with choice cuts of
beef and vegetables. “My sister and I have been puzzling over this delightful letter of yours. I
must thank you for the distraction. Sarah is always so much better when she has a project.”
I was delighted that there was no need for me to bring up the project. “What do you mean
by that?”
“Oh, I’m sure you’ve noticed her moods by now.” He gestured for wine. “She can be
mercurial. Focus, I’ve found, keeps her head level. And she’s been quite focused on your
mystery.” When he served me another cut of beef, I noticed his fingers, while aristocratically
slender, were covered in calluses. Interesting, I thought. Sarah had never mentioned it, but it
appeared that her brother had plenty of his own projects.
Blinking, I found myself refocusing. “She said you had news.”
“Ah, of course.” He patted at his coat. “Forgive me for being remiss. You’re no doubt
eager to have answers.”
You have no idea, I thought. “I am rather anxious, yes.”
Mr. Connor extracted a folded piece of paper from his breast pocket and held it beneath
the watchful gaze of the table. “She’ll want a full report, I’m sure, but we will settle for this.”
The paper unfolded and showed an elaborate series of columns that were numbered that had
translated and untranslated notations beneath them. My eyes widened and Mr. Connor smiled.
“Don’t fret, Miss Davenport, my sister will understand.” He began to point out his translations:
heart, been, ruled, intent. But more delightful than any of that was a full phrase, “You will not
believe me when I tell you.”
“How have you accomplished this?” I asked in delight, my hand gripping his arm.
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The young man beamed at his success. “I have the benefit of a rather large library and
some very clever friends.”
“This is magnificent!” I beamed and turned to my meal before drawing any more
attention to our impropriety. My hands trembled with excitement. There was nothing I wanted
more than to run up to my room and work on the letter with Sarah.
“I have a question for you, Miss Davenport,” Mr. Connor said and disrupted my thoughts.
“And that is?”
Mr. Connor leaned close so that we would not be so easily heard. “Do you have any idea
who Glasgow is yet? Sarah and I both think that whoever they are will be the key for us to
decipher the author’s intent.”
I took a sip from my wineglass to allow for a moment of contemplation. I had been
turning the identity of the letter’s recipient for weeks, unwilling to confront the truth. “I do not
know for certain. If I had to wager a guess, I would say Malcolm.” I shot a quick glance at Mr.
Connor to see if there was a need for clarification. Despite the fact that he seemed familiar with
the information, I felt compelled to add, “My guardian. It seems almost obvious, doesn’t it?”
Mr. Connor nodded with the wine glass to his lips. While his sister may not possess very
good manners, there was no doubt that her brother was a gentleman. “An excellent thought, Miss
Davenport. In fact, it’s one that Sarah has brought up quite a few times, though she thinks it’s
due to some military connection.” He gave his eyes an affectionate roll, but my stomach flipped
over again. We’re so close, my soul whispered. “I’m not so certain I agree. It does, however,
bring up an interesting thought. Do you, then, think that–?”
Before he had the chance to finish the sentence, Miss Cunning leaned in to interrupt:
“Isn’t Miss Davenport an absolute delight in blue, Mr. Connor?”
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As much as I wanted to smack her, I restrained myself. There will be other chances to
talk, I tried to reason.
Meanwhile, Mr. Connor cleared his throat with scarlet slashed across his cheeks. “Yes,
Miss Davenport looks lovely.” He cleared his throat and began to remark on the abnormal
weather, an excellent topic for any self-respecting Englishman.
And in that fashion, the conversation came and went with the courses.
Attempting civility, I conversed with Miss Cunnings, Mr. Wyomington, and Mr. Connor
about fashion and social intrigue. Soon though, I found myself often silent and unable to traverse
the societal waters of conversation. It was a game of which I was a novice amongst more
advanced players. In between words, I thought about the new additions to the letter, practically
vibrating with excitement. You will not believe me when I tell you, the new line had said. It was
our first completed phrase.
While wondering what it meant, I could not help but feel myself pulled towards the
ongoing mystery of Glasgow’s identity. Was there any doubt that it was Malcolm? Really? Or
was the reason that I had not fully accepted the inevitable was because I didn’t want someone I
had loved so dearly to have lied to me?
On any other occasion, I would have been delighted by bowls of chocolate pudding and
exotic bananas, but it only hindered my progress. I nearly growled when Mistress Gardine
invited us to the ballroom for dancing.
Mr. Connor spoke, “Miss Davenport, might I escort you?”
I nodded in earnest, lending the man my arm. We’ll have a moment after all, I thought.
As we moved through the crowd, though, I was buffeted by bodies. Trying to catch my breath,
my hold on Mr. Connor’s arm slackened, which inevitably resulted in our severance when some
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selfish soul walked through us. The current of the crowd washed Mr. Connor on and left me
behind to stand at the edge of the ballroom. What am I going to do now? I wondered with a hand
on my pocket.
For a moment, I thought that joining Sarah upstairs would be the best use of my time; but
there was no doubt that Miss Cunnings would report my absence to Mistress Gardine. And then
who was to say what would happen. In infinite uncertainty, I looked desperately for my guide.
People went around me. On the verge of frustrated tears, a warm voice called: “Mademoiselle?”
When I looked full on at the interloper, it was impossible not to gasp.
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Chapter 16
The man who had so unceremoniously approached me was easily one of the tallest I had ever
encountered. His frame was broad and appealing, as it complemented the solid body so stylishly
clad in black evening wear with just a touch of color in a green brocade waistcoat.
A defined jaw went well with high cheekbones, but it was a crooked Roman nose and
skin darker than that of Mr. Wyomington that lent him a refined roughness. The man’s most
striking feature, however, was a pair of dark blue eyes, holding within them immeasurable
mischief. They twinkled beneath eyebrows the same deep shades of red and orange as the color
atop his head, light playing against it to make a shining crown.
The man’s lips moved and it took a moment to realize that he had once again said,
“Mademoiselle?”
I blinked. He was smiling. “Oh, hello,” I said, feeling the depth of how inappropriate his
entrance was. The men of my acquaintance would never be so brazen. While flattered, I tried my
best to be wary.
His smile remained and, despite my best efforts, my heart stilled. “Patrick O’Shire,” he
said in a voice that was smooth and lyrical, soothing me with unknown comfort.
“Elizabeth Davenport,” I replied.
He bowed to kiss my bare knuckles with warm lips. My face flushed in surprise, but I
could not move myself to outrage. Mr. O’Shire straightened and looked down at me. “Well then,
Miss Elizabeth Davenport, might I have the honor of this dance?”
“That seems entirely improper, sir,” I replied coolly. Where is Mr. Connor when you need
him? I thought.
The man’s smile remained charming as he stated, “What is life without a little
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impropriety?” He waggled his fingers.
To wait much longer would cause a scene. More than that, I wanted to find Sarah’s twin
and continue our conversation. What better to find or to be found than in the middle of a
ballroom? I took the proffered hand, which was strong and certain. We moved to the dance floor,
which seemed empty save for a dozen other couples. When the music began, I knew why: the
scandalous beginning of a waltz. I tried to rationalize: If the waltz is in the repertoire at all, then
surely it wouldn’t be too damning for me to participate. I curtsied, looking up at the gentleman
whose touch entirely too familiar, and wondered what I had done to earn such discomfiture.
“What’s wrong, Miss Davenport?” Mr. O’Shire asked playfully. “Do you not know the
waltz? I will gladly teach you.”
His smile was infectious, though I knew it was inappropriate. I couldn’t seem to help
myself. “I’ll have you know, sir, that I dance the waltz quite well.”
Notes wrapped around us as the steps began to come quickly. I blessed my dear friend
Oliver for his teachings when he was home from Venice as I found my bearing alongside Mr.
O’Shire. “Come now, Miss Davenport, don’t look at your feet—you dance wonderfully,” his
voice intruded.
I looked up at him and saw again another bemused expression. Something about him
brought as much comfort as it did fear.
“I propose we play a game, Miss Davenport,” Mr. O’Shire said.
“Oh?” I asked.
“It would not be a proper party if a secret was not shared.” Mr. O’Shire’s hand pressed
more firmly into the small of my back as we took a turn. “And, my lady, I am quite good at
keeping secrets.” We spun in time with the music yet again, but I remained silent. “Shall we
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play?” Mr. O’Shire’s voice was conspiratorial as he whispered. “Give me your secret and I shall
share with you one of my mine. Do we have a deal?”
I pursed my lips to suppress a laugh. He was surely a rake. “Shall we shake hands as
gentlemen?” I watched him cautiously. “You play the role of tease to perfection, sir.”
“I’ve had much practice, my lady. But you have yet to answer my question. Shall we
play? On my honor, I will protect your secret.” We took another turn and as we did, the man took
the liberty of raising my hand to his lips yet again.
“You are persistent, Mr. O’Shire,” I scolded, casting my eyes around the room for rescue.
I shouldn’t play such games with a scoundrel.
“I enjoy knowing everything about new acquaintances,” he replied.
Why? I wondered. Despite this, I could not deny my own curiosity or the fact that I found
it difficult to deny his blue eyes. There was danger in such a sentiment. “Very well, sir. I will
share a secret, but not until after this dance.”
“I could be persuaded to adore a woman who can bargain.” A blush spread across my
cheeks as I kept my eyes downcast. “Ah, I’ve embarrassed you. My sincerest apologies. Allow
me to make amends for such behavior. Consider me your servant.”
Who on earth do you think you are? I thought with a grin. I had never met such a man.
“You do like to push the limits of society, don’t you, Mr. O’Shire?” I asked as the song drew to a
close sooner than I expected.
“I do,” he replied, taking my hand to tuck it into the crook of his arm. We came to the
side for some refreshment as new couples prepared for a minuet. “Mademoiselle,” Mr. O’Shire
said with a slight lilt in his voice, “shall we take the air on the veranda?”
That seems ill-advised, I thought. The moment I was going to reply, I noticed a young

73
man making his way with great haste and purpose. He was of medium-build, hair covered in a
fashionable wig of white, and a bright, youthful complexion that indicated that he couldn’t be
more than thirteen or fourteen, though he was certainly already handsome. When he approached,
he bowed first to me then to my partner. He greeted the red-headed man almost reverently,
“Master O’Shire.”
He nodded in acknowledgment, the way I had seen Garrett treat his regiment. “Miss
Davenport, this is Nicholas Barton, one of the few first years I have taken under my wing.
Barton, this is Elizabeth Davenport.”
The boy’s face seemed to light up. “Did you say ‘Davenport’?”
“Yes…” I said uncertainly.
“Mr. Barton,” Mr. O’Shire snapped with a stern expression, making the younger man
recoil. I found it very unusual. “What is it you need?”
The boy shifted uncomfortably under the weight of Mr. O’Shire’s harsh look. “Master
Wyomington instructed me to tell you he will be in the front sitting room at one.”
“Understood,” Mr. O’Shire said gruffly with a distinct, yet unspoken, “Dismissed.” With
another cordial bow, the young man’s powdered head disappeared back into the crowd. My redhaired companion turned back to me with a face flushed with charm yet again. “Forgive me.
Many of my first-year fledglings have not yet mastered tact.”
I found myself giggling at the comment. “You are teaching lessons in tact?”
His blue eyes returned to me with delight. “It would seem that the lady has a sense of
humor after all.”
“The lady begs your forgiveness for her rudeness.” I curtsied demurely.
Despite his charm, I could not help but wonder what it was that had the young man
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jumping to Mr. O’Shire’s sharp look. Heeding Malcolm’s advice, I resolved myself to hold the
man at a distance, but found my will already bending.
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Chapter 17
Chuckling, Mr. O’Shire led me to the refreshment table that was stacked high with sweets,
weighted down by crystal glasses. My escort ladled out a glass of pinkish punch. Just as I
reached for the cup, Mr. O’Shire pulled it beyond my reach and inquired, “My secret?”
“You already have my promise to play your game, sir,” I scolded. “Shall we move from
the crowd?”
“As my lady requests,” he said. We moved to the veranda where there was a breeze
helping to stir the heated air. Once outside, a gloriously wild garden full of paths, gnarled trees,
and beautiful flowers smelling of midnight took me aback. Maddie would have loved it.
At once I remembered that there was another person standing beside me. “I’m sorry.” I
looked back at him and found myself catching my breath when the wind pushed through his hair,
causing it to ripple as candlelight. I contemplated confiding in him. What would happen when I
confessed? A minute went by in silence. Mr. O’Shire did not press me, seeming content to
remain silent and watchful. “This,” I began with some hesitation, “is my first public dance.”
“Is it really?” he asked. “I’m afraid that I do not make a habit of callin’ ladies liars, but I
might be tempted to do so now.”
I sipped my punch, enjoying the sweet taste while I scrambled for an answer. “I swear to
you, sir. I have recently arrived from the country. Not much opportunity for such dances there.
At any rate, it is your turn.”
“Right you are, miss.” Mr. O’Shire began to pace the veranda with exaggerated steps as
his forefinger and thumb stroked his shaven chin. I could not contain giggles, though that was
surely due in part to the drinks and excitement. Control yourself, Elizabeth.
“Do not presume to laugh at me,” Mr. O’Shire scolded dourly. “I’ll have you know that
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this is a very serious matter.”
My curiosity was not as easily appeased. “A question instead?”
He paused and appraised me with a raised brow. “I suppose, though I may not be inclined
to answer it.”
“No need to be so suspicious, Mr. O’Shire,” I returned. “Besides, I played my part.”
“Very well, Miss Davenport.” He bowed, the scent of the garden stirring in the small
breeze. “I am at your mercy.”
I considered him a moment, taking in his more savage features, the wildness of his eyes,
the impropriety of his hair, the bold way he wore his clothes. There is something different about
him. “Where are you from?”
My question seemed to catch him off-guard. “London, naturally,” he told me.
“No, you are not,” I said with a smile that quickly fell away when I realized the corner I
had put myself in.
He seemed to know that. “A country girl such as you know much about London?”
“I-I have had the fortune of knowing many families who spend time here in the city.
Their daughters have told me many stories. I mean that you don’t quite fit the description.”
Considering me, Mr. O’Shire was silent. The sounds of the party began to swell around
me as I became certain that I had offended my partner in some unforgivable way. The moment I
prepared to apologize, he said: “I’m from Dublin.”
“Is that so?” I asked incredulously. Why in Heaven’s name is an Irishman living in
London? At any rate, why is he with these young nobles?
Not commenting, Mr. O’Shire came to stand beside me, his leg brushing the folds of my
dress. Even with the distance, I was able to make out the faintest scent of sandalwood. He
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snorted and turned his head to look at me, smiling as the whole of our game had been forgotten
already. “Dance with me again.”
“That would be inappropriate.” I stood, realizing what a predicament I was in at the
moment. If someone looked at us a certain way, a rumor would spread about my behavior. Aside
from that, my desire to discover Mr. Connor was reinvigorated. Don’t allow yourself to become
distracted.
He gave me a mock glare. “Changing the rules to suit your fancy, are you? Well, that
simply will not do.” Apprehension seized me. “Now, now, Miss Davenport, do not look so
frightened. We are friends now, are we not? All I ask is for another dance.” My fingers were
being lifted to his mouth again. He was like some sort of serpent. “An allemande?”
“Very well,” I whispered, mesmerized.
“Excellent.”
We went back to the crush. Perfume assaulted the senses at the threshold with the heat
following shortly after. “Miss Davenport,” someone called.
Misses Wellington and Calleen waved to me from a group of young men and women.
“We were wondering where you had gotten off to,” Miss Wellington greeted as we joined the
fold. “Lovely to see you, Mr. O’Shire.”
“A pleasure as always, Miss Wellington,” Mr. O’Shire said.
Conversation moved from there with grace, meandering through topics of music,
literature, and sport without dipping into the category of weather even once. Two songs passed
before, at last, Mr. Connor found me once more. “Miss Davenport, there you are!” he called with
a frown situated between his brows. He came to my side and took my hand to his lips. “I am
terribly sorry. The crowd…”
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I patted his arm. “Not to worry, sir. It’s an absolute crush. Mr. O’Shire has been keeping
me company.”
Mr. Connor shot a gaze across me, and I could have sworn the air crackled. “How kind of
you, sir,” he said, voice barely civil.
Feeling brave, I looked at Mr. O’Shire and wished I hadn’t. There was a terrible storm
behind his pleasant exterior. “Of course, sir. I could not, in good conscience, abandon a lady,” he
said, words biting like a glove to the cheek. The rest of our party stopped talking to watch.
Mr. Connor held Mr. O’Shire’s gaze for a moment before turning to me. “I hope we can
resume our conversation over the next dance.” He reached for me. “They’re to play a
contredanse.”
I gingerly took Mr. Connor’s hand. “That sounds wonderful, sir.”
“Remember the allemande, my lady,” Mr. O’Shire said behind me.
Throwing the red-headed man a quick nod, I continued to the middle of the room with
my new partner. “I must apologize again for losing you. It shouldn’t have been left to Mr.
O’Shire to escort you.”
Certainly not, I thought. “He was the perfect gentleman.”
Mr. Connor made a look that suggested that he did not entirely believe that. “An odd one
that O’Shire,” he said when we were close.
“What makes you say that?”
“I’m not one for gossip, but I must admit that he and his friend, that Wyomington fellow,
are both…well, I suppose intense would be the best way to describe it. I’ve rarely met men so
consistently dour. Something not quite right about that.”
“Dour?” I asked with surprise. There had certainly been nothing dour about the man. “I
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must admit that I find that hard to believe.”
“No, no, I suppose you would,” Mr. Connor muttered. “They keep to themselves at
school. I rarely see them. But when we’re at parties, you’d think that they’d never known a
moment of strife.”
“Well, as I understand it, parties are meant to improve one’s mood,” I teased. Having
enough distraction, I said, “You didn’t finish your thought at dinner, sir.”
“I didn’t?”
“No,” I said with mounting frustration as Mr. O’Shire’s spell fell away. “You were going
to ask me a question about my guardian.”
Recognition struck him as we continued the dance. “Yes, of course. I want to know
whether or not you thought there was some merit in Sarah’s theory.”
I had to wait until we joined hands and were away from the other couple. “About the
military, you mean?” He nodded. “I suppose anything is possible. I just think that it would have
come up before...everything.”
“My apologies, Miss Davenport, but do you honestly think a man with a coded letter in a
locked trunk would be entirely interested in honesty?” he asked gently as I circled under his arm.
A truer point has never been made, I thought and struggled to make sense of the
realization. “You’ve given me a good deal to consider, sir,” I admitted, and the song came to an
end. I felt lost.
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Chapter 18
“I imagine so. Not to worry, we’ll piece it together,” Mr. Connor said. “Although, I’m sure that
will only serve as beginning to another mystery. What fun.”
I did not share his sentiment.
Seeming to sense that, he blushed and said, “At any rate, I am glad to have the
opportunity to see you more often.”
“As do I, Connor,” came a voice from behind me.
“Ah, O’Shire, did not see you there,” Mr. Connor replied, stepping closer to me in an
almost protective fashion. I wondered what Mr. O’Shire had done to warrant such behavior.
“Not a problem, sir,” he said. “I’ve come to remind the lady of her promise for an
allemande.” Mr. O’Shire stood just as close to me, his countenance sunny.
“I recall, sir,” I said. “Thank you so much for your help this evening, Mr. Connor. I will
be certain to talk to your sister.”
He took my hand and bowed over it. “It was an absolute delight. I hope to see you soon.”
Mr. Connor shot a last look at Mr. O’Shire before disappearing into the crowd.
I was pulled into the crowd as the violinist wrote on a slate: “Finale: Allemande” and all
the willing participants flocked to make two lines. As the music came, there was not much
chance for conversation. I spent the time in thought: How much will Mr. Connor’s additions help
us? Or is he right, and all I’ll have is more questions?
“I must be a terribly dull partner to be ignored so completely,” Mr. O’Shire said as we
joined hands.
A hot flush spread over my cheeks, forcing me to cast my eyes down. “My apologies, sir.
I find myself exhausted.”
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He chuckled as the song ended. “I thank you for protecting my delicate sensibilities.
Allow me to help you find your friends.”
Guided through the crowd with confidence, we found our way to the sitting room. “There
you are, Patrick. I was beginning to fear for the virtue of every lady here,” Mr. Wyomington
called with great familiarity as we approached him and Miss Cunnings. I was stunned by their
familiarity. Garrett and Geoffrey rarely used one another’s first names, and they were related.
“With good cause, sir,” Mr. O’Shire replied cheekily. We stood in front of the couple,
whom I thought looked nice together. “Miss Cunnings, you’re even more beautiful than the last
time I saw you.”
“And you are even more of a flirt, Mr. O’Shire.” Miss Cunnings said.
“I certainly try.”
Mr. Wyomington cleared his throat. “I do believe the time has come time for us to take
our leave, sir.”
“Indeed so.” Mr. O’Shire gently removed my hand and stepped to his friend’s side,
showing us they were handsome individually, but breathtaking together. They were larger than
any men I had ever seen; their skin dark and suggesting travel; their eyes were quick and surely
missed nothing. With Mr. Connor’s comments about them in mind, I wanted to know everything
there was to know about the duo.
“Miss Davenport, it was an honor to make your acquaintance.” Mr. Wyomington bowed.
“The same to you,” I said with a curtsy.
“Miss Cunnings,” Mr. O’Shire said.
She extended her free hand to Mr. Wyomington, which he took without hesitation to give
a perfunctory kiss upon the fabric. “It was very nice to see you,” she said.
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It was as if Mr. O’Shire and I were interlopers on an intimate scene. Seeming to sense
this, Mr. O’Shire bowed to me alone and said: “You’ve done me a great honor, mademoiselle.”
While I thought it an odd thing to say, I bid the man goodnight and Miss Cunnings and I
started for the stairs. “It seems to me you had a nice time,” she remarked.
“Very much so,” I said. While it didn’t seem the time to inquire after Mr. O’Shire and his
friend, I resolved to do so tomorrow.
“Shall I see you to your room?”
“That’s not necessary. Thank you very much for all you’ve done.”
Miss Cunnings smiled kindly. “Of course.”
We parted ways. When I opened the door to my room, I wasn’t surprised to find the other
Connor twin there once again. “There you are,” Sarah greeted from my vanity, scribbling
fiercely. “You received a missive during the party. I wanted to open it, but my brother assures
me that reading others’ mail is unspeakably rude.”
“I would agree with your brother,” I said and took the outstretched letter.
“How is he?” she asked.
I stood near her arm and tried to make sense of her writing. “Wonderful. It was nice to
meet him. He was very kind. The party was lovely, too, I suppose. I wish you’d gone.”
She snorted.
“Oh yes,” I patted my pocket for my prize, “he asked me to give you this. He’s translated
a sentence.”
“Brilliant,” she said, not sounding particularly enthused. Still, she took the letter, read it
briefly, and began to add its contents to her page. “Read your letter. It’s from that lieutenant. I
assume it’s something that can help us.”

83
Though tired, I greedily opened the missive from Garrett.
Dearest Elizabeth,
The difficulty of this challenge you have given me is not in its complexity, though it is
certainly that, but in its length. I am enclosing as much of the translation that my betters and I
could piece together. We’ve only managed two full phrases:
We want to bring her home, G.
Something must be done.
Translation is one thing, but context is wholly another. I assume G is this Glasgow
fellow, but who’s to say for certain? I don’t know what the letter implies, but I fear for you.
Please, do not pursue this route further. Whoever wrote this never intended for anyone other
than its recipient to read it.
Call on me if you have the need,
Garrett
Slipping the second, partially-translated letter from the envelope, I could have tromped
across London to kiss him. “Sarah! Sarah, come and see!”
She was at my side in a flash and, after a few seconds, she hummed with pleasure.
“Wonderful, they’ve taken on the Dutch. Many of the small words, as well. And two new
sentences, which will go nicely with the one I’ve worked out myself while you were gone.”
“You have a phrase, too? Why didn’t you say anything?” I nearly shouted.
Unperturbed, Sarah shrugged and returned to her writing. “You didn’t ask.”
“I thought such a thing would go without saying!” My steps were quick at her heels,
craning over her shoulder as she sorted through mad notes and pieces of paper that were just as
indiscernible as the letter. “What do you have?”
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“The world is changing,” she said.
My skin erupted in gooseflesh.
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Chapter 19
“Good morning, Miss Davenport!” A loud, bright voice rang out in the morning light. I sat up in
bed, heart racing, mind clouded. “I’ve brought you some tea. Up, up, up.”
I fought the urge to bury my head, but found Miss Cunnings just as radiant as she had
been the night before; face bright, hair coiffed, and a mischievous smile stretched from ear to
ear. I envied her grace. “You didn’t need to do that,” I protested weakly. A long night of dancing
and discovery hadn’t seen me to bed until early that morning.
“Stop that. Of course I did,” she said, flicking the blankets from me. “Come and drink,”
she commanded in a motherly tone.
Stretching, I found footing and crossed the room to plop down in front of the vanity,
staring at the rose that had pale pink petals except at the tips where the color deepened.
I poured the tea and tried to ignore my tired reflection, instead pulling at the translation
trapped under the tray. I wanted to make sure it was hidden from Miss Cunnings’s prying eyes.
Nothing had ever tasted so good. After my first sip, though, my companion set my cup aside.
“Now that you’ve had the chance to wake up a bit, I must insist that you tell me everything
happened last night.”
“Pardon?”
“Don’t play coy. You and Mr. Connor were quite cozy last night.” She began to pace.
I blushed. “He’s Sarah Connor’s brother. He was being polite.”
She snorted as she threw open my wardrobe and started to remove clothes from it. “The
boy was absolutely infatuated, Miss Davenport. But I’d understand if you didn’t notice when
some of your other partners were so much more interesting,” she lingered on the word as she
watched me, perhaps gauging my reaction.
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“I have no idea what you’re talking about, Miss Cunnings,” I replied, running a finger
along the scarlet tip of the rose. “And please, ‘Elizabeth’ would do just fine.”
She bounded to embrace me. “I knew we would be fast friends! Please, call me ‘Marie’!”
I smiled. “Wonderful! Now,” her over-exuberance turned to seriousness in a second, “seeing as
we are such dear friends, I insist you tell me what transpired between you and Mr. O’Shire.”
With mock offense, I exclaimed: “Ah! The truth comes out—you only want to be privy to
a new gossip. Deplorable, Marie, deplorable.”
She dissolved into laughter. “Don’t paint me as such a villain! It is my curiosity that
presses me to ask such questions. Please, please,” she took my free hand into hers, “tell me what
happened last night.”
“What would you like to know?”
“Elizabeth, really,” Marie said. “You had such an interesting evening. And that spat
between Mr. Connor and O’Shire? Delightful.”
“You seem to have had a close eye on me. I can’t recall seeing you at all after supper,” I
told her coolly. Fear seized my throat. Did she see us on the balcony?
She leaned down for pins before starting to twine my hair around her fingers. “Did you
really think I’d send you out into the crush without someone looking after you?” She sighed.
“Elizabeth, are we just going to ignore the fact that you danced with arguably the handsomest
man in London? Not once, but twice.” She tugged my hair for emphasis. “Are we going to
pretend that you did not spend time with Mr. Patrick O’Shire on the veranda? Or,” she leaned
down to whisper, “are we going to pretend that you weren’t properly introduced?” My face went
ashen. “Mr. O’Shire is quite…unconventional. I should have been sure to make the appropriate
introductions, especially since he and Mr. Wyomington are very close.”

87
It was my chance to learn more about the mysterious gentleman. “Is that so?”
“Oh yes, they’ve known one another since boyhood.”
How is that possible? I wondered but didn’t want to risk exposing Mr. O’Shire’s secret in
asking. “Have they been with Master Hood’s school long?”
She finished my coiffure. “A little under a year. Mr. Wyomington said they were
travelling abroad, but both of their families wanted them to take some time in university. It
makes sense, I suppose. Mr. Wyomington is set to take his father’s business. Commerce.”
“And Mr. O’Shire?”
She urged me to get dressed. “That is a bit more a mystery.” Wonderful, that’s just what I
need. “No one’s heard anything about his family. Not so much as a whisper, which is, as you can
imagine, entirely unheard of–but, I suppose it doesn’t bother most of the ladies. He’s a great deal
of admirers.” I gasped against the corset strings. “Surprisingly, Mr. O’Shire seems to be a
favorite of Mistress Gardine’s. He must take tea with her once a week.”
“Why?” The information struck me as odd, too. It seemed like an unlikely pair.
Marie did not seem to care as she handed me my uniform. “Oh, he brings missives from
their headmaster.” She sounded completely disinterested, eyes trailing to the rose on my vanity.
“You’ve yet to ask me about it, you know.” I said nothing. “Perhaps I could interest you in a
trade? Tell me about your evening, and I will tell you where that flower came from.” She
waggled her eyebrows. Her curiosity made me uncomfortable.
I shrugged. “He was courteous, a fine dancer, an excellent conversationalist. We shared a
moment on the balcony out of the heat. That’s all.”
“That’s all? You waltzed!” Marie was exasperated. “Then the final dance together! You
would have thought that the two of you were to announce your wedding banns.”
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I blushed in irritation as it became evident that there was gossip being whispered about
me already. She sighed again, resigning herself to my bed. She must have understood my
frustration as she said, “Elizabeth, I do not know much about you…but I have some feeling that
you may not be as aware of some…expectations that young ladies have in Society. Everything
you do is criticized. It’s not right and it’s not fair, but that’s the way it is.” She cradled her face in
her hands. “If it makes you feel better, Mr. O’Shire isn’t in the habit of asking ladies to dance.”
“Truly?” I asked, finding it difficult to believe considering the man’s flirtations.
“Oh yes, oh yes.” Marie’s voice turned to a conspiratorial whisper, “In fact, though I’d
hate to say anything unkind about Mr. Wyomington’s dearest friend, I’d recommend caution
when it comes to Mr. O’Shire. Any man who thwarts convention should be considered
dangerous.” She inclined her head towards the breakfast tray. “But let’s not concern ourselves
with that right now. Look under the saucer.”
My short search yielded a folded piece of paper. Turning it over in my hand I found a red
wax seal with a strange circular symbol stamped into it. Yielding to my fingertip, the paper
opened and allowed me the sight of precise lettering.
Miss Davenport,
You will think me forward, but I thought it best to make myself memorable, as you will
undoubtedly be besieged by admirers in short order. You were beautiful last evening. Please
know that I look forward to our paths crossing soon. Enjoy the rose.
Your humble servant,
Patrick O’Shire
Yet another clever letter to upheave my world. I took a moment to stare at it with
confusion. Why would he send me this when he is certainly aware that I wouldn’t forget his
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impropriety? I was no fool. It was not as though I had never received male attention. I had grown
up amongst boys who had fended off inappropriate advances from the time I had required my
first corset. But here, with so many ladies with hefty dowries attached to them, why on earth
would someone as sought after as Mr. O’Shire give me attention? Then again, Maddie had
always accused me of an overabundance of skepticism.
Before I could slip it into my pocket with the other, Marie stole it from my hand and read
with delight.
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Chapter 20
As Marie shrieked over the note, Sarah entered my room without knocking. Her eyes flicked
between me and my guest several times. Even though we’d only been in one another’s company
a short time, I knew she didn’t care for change. “Miss Cunnings was kind enough to bring me
some tea,” I explained.
“Indeed,” Sarah said, seeming to be rooted to the floor. “Well, I thought we should
continue our work.”
I patted my pocket. “I know. We need to eat first, though.”
Sarah continued to stare at Marie. “If we must.”
Marie finally folded the letter and donned a bright smile. “You both should join my table.
We’ve much to discuss, Elizabeth.”
Knowing that it would both bother Sarah to disrupt her morning rituals, it would have
been equally rude to deny Marie. All I really wanted to do was discuss Malcolm’s letter, not Mr.
O’Shire’s. There was only one real answer: “If you insist.”
She wasted no time in grabbing my hand. “I do.”
While I was dragged downstairs at breakneck speed, I could hear Sarah’s plodding steps
dutifully following.
“Excuse us!” Marie shouted as we brushed by a pair of ladies leaving the informal dining
room. From afar I was able to recognize Miss Wellington’s slender form as she looked up from
her conversation. “What on earth is the matter with you now, Marie?” she asked, her cup
clinking against its saucer.
“Nothing.” Marie sat down, snapping her fingers. The two girls chuckled as if Marie’s
antics were not shocking. “Sit, Elizabeth, sit. Oh,” she added when Sarah at last entered the
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dining room, “and you, too, Miss Connor.”
Once she was seated next to me, Miss Wellington said, “It’s good to see you in one piece,
especially with that mad girl leading you around—we apologize.”
“There’s no time for this. Look,” Marie snapped and flung out her hand that was still
clutching Mr. O’Shire’s letter. “Received just this morning.”
“Marie,” I said warily, eyeing the paper with embarrassment. It was no one’s business
who was writing me letters.
“Qu’est-ce que c’est?” Miss Calleen reached towards the sheet that Marie unfolded,
revealing the neat handwriting.
Marie grinned slyly. “From Mr. O’Shire to our dear Elizabeth.”
“Laissez-moi voir!” Miss Calleen clamored, read quickly when the note was given to her,
and then passed it to Miss Wellington.
“Quite impressive, Miss Davenport,” Miss Wellington said as she passed the note to
Sarah. Marie nodded enthusiastically while she drank her tea. “I hadn’t realized you spent so
much time in his company last night.”
That information came as a relief.
“Mr. O’Shire’s the man who came with that merchant’s son earlier this year, isn’t he?”
Sarah asked after setting the new note aside. Marie nodded. “Why did he send this to you?
Andrew told me he and a good deal of the other boys they associate with tend to keep to
themselves.”
“He obviously found something very intriguing about Miss Davenport,” Marie said as a
maid poured the tea.
Sarah snorted.
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“Why do you think he sent it?” I asked.
She placed the note on the table, smoothing it out, and then retrieved one of her partial
translations. The other three girls craned themselves to get a better look. I almost snatched them
away but resolved to let Sarah continue in her line of thinking. Her head bobbed from page to
page, and we all just sat by to watch.
“The handwriting is similar, isn’t it?” Sarah asked, underling the first line of each with
her forefingers. “Very precise and certain.”
“A good deal of handwriting is like that,” Miss Wellington said, though not dismissive. It
was evident that they were all intrigued by Sarah’s behavior.
“I would disagree,” Sarah replied and dug out yet another letter from her pockets. “This
is from my brother. His handwriting is very scrawled and faint.” She set it on the table, too. “I
like to think it’s because he’s too busy with his projects to be bothered with good penmanship,
but Mother thinks he’s lazy.”
“What are you implying, Sarah?” I asked in an attempt to refocus her efforts.
She rubbed her forehead with the back of her hand. “Do any of you know if Mr. O’Shire
has a military background?”
Marie, Miss Calleen, and Miss Wellington laughed at the obvious absurdity of it, but I
felt myself drawn to the similarities in the consonants. “Of course not, Miss Connor,” Marie said
gently, going so far as to pat Sarah on the arm. “The men at Master Hood’s are gentlemen.”
She hummed and folded Mr. O’Shire’s letter and then her brother’s, stuffing them both
into her dress. “Interesting. At any rate,” she looked up with eyes feverishly bright, “do any of
you speak German?”
A maid served us breakfast as the other girls continued to look confused. After she was
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gone, Miss Calleen ventured, “A speak a little. My grandmother was German.”
“Excellent,” Sarah said and shoved the French girl’s plate to the side so she could
gesture. “Those two underlined phrases, please.”
“Sarah!” I scolded, leaning across the table. I was panicked. I didn’t want the world to
know about my or my guardians’ secrets.
“The first says ‘so will you’ and the other, if I am correct…‘ruled out.’” Miss Calleen
looked up with brow furrowed. “Qu’est-ce que c’est?”
I wondered where the new additions would fit in and mean. In spite of being horrified
over my friend’s ambivalent attitude, I was excited by the prospect. Sarah snatched the paper and
produced a bit of charcoal to make her notes. “Very helpful, very helpful.”
“What is that?” Miss Wellington asked again for her friends.
I blushed and wished that Sarah would write faster. “It’s nothing,” I said.
“It’s a coded message,” Sarah said a beat after I spoke. She took to her breakfast after
mortifying me as though she saw nothing wrong with the situation.
As one they said, “What?”
“Oh yes, it’s all very interesting,” Sarah said over the rim of her teacup. When her eyes at
last caught the wild look in mine, she paused with a quirked eyebrow. She didn’t understand
what she had done. “But perhaps Elizabeth would be best to explain the matter. It is her letter.”
The ladies flicked their attention to me, their collective intensity nearly enough to set me
on fire. “Elizabeth?” Marie asked.
“Oh, there’s no need for you to concern yourselves,” I said. “I found it with
my…relatives’ things after they passed. Miss Connor has generously lent me her assistance.”
“Perhaps we could be of assistance, as well,” Miss Wellington said. Her eyes were soft
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and invited trust. “It appears to be in several languages. Are there any words you’re having
difficulty translating?”
“Yes,” Sarah chimed brightly. “Do any of you speak Turkish?”
“No…” Marie said.
Sarah frowned. “Then how could you be of any help?”
“Sarah, that is quite enough!” I said, rage barely leashed. The dark-haired girl blushed
scarlet. “My apologies, ladies. She means no offense.”
Miss Calleen reached for the letter and said, “Pas de problème. I don’t know Turkish, but
I am certain I could find someone who can.”
Hesitant, I asked, “Really?”
“Bien sûr.” The petite girl smiled until her mouth looked as though it would devour her
whole. “Between the five of us, I’m sure we can solve your letter by the end of the week. Don’t
you agree?”
Can it be that simple? I wondered, too skeptical to allow myself the chance to hope.
Nothing about Maddie and Malcolm had been easy, least of all this.
Miss Wellington reached across the table for my hand. “We will do all that we can. There
is little else that brings me joy than being clever and helping a new friend. What do you say,
Marie?”
The young woman in question seemed practically stupefied. “I’m not entirely certain
what to say. We’ve just been presented with a great deal of information.”
“And that’s just the beginning,” Sarah added.
Marie blinked at Sarah, then me. “Is that so?” We nodded and she took some time to
collect her thoughts. “Well, in that case, I guess I must say, Elizabeth, you grow more and more
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interesting by the minute. How lucky we are to know you first.”
I was overwhelmed with emotion; but before I could express it, Sarah clapped her hands.
“Let’s get to work. Move these plates. I need space.” She pulled more paper from the neverending folds of her skirt pockets. “Let me explain everything we know.”
They took to the task.
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Chapter 21
The few days after my revelation of the letter did little to improve our dissection of it. We spent
hours in the library, pulling each of Sarah’s columns of recognizable words. Between all of us
and outside help, we were still left with over three-quarters of the letter remaining. We quibbled
over roots, over conjugations, over verbs. We obsessed.
Before my lesson with Mistress Gardine and M Delacroix, Miss Wellington, who insisted
on being called ‘Virginia,’ came to the table and said, “I’m trying to persuade Adelaide Milano
to help us, but she wants to know why.”
“Tell her it’s a love letter, then. If that’s what it takes her to translate, so be it.” I snapped,
feeling crazed.
Virginia gasped. “Don’t say that! Your reputation could be brought into question!”
“What does my reputation mean in light of this?”
Marie looked up from her task, abhorred. “Don’t say that.”
I was exhausted. “Please, tell her it’s a love letter. I need her help.”
“A love letter? It’s six words!” Virginia said. I crossed my arms. She looked like she was
preparing to say something but decided against it when she saw my face. “Very well. I’ll speak
with her.” She picked up the sheet that had been designated with the appropriate heading and left
without another word.
I took the master copy and looked through the piece for new French words, knowing that
there weren’t any. At last, Marie sighed. “I wish we’d been able to get further with the Latin.
There are conjugations here that I just don’t recognize. It doesn’t help that these,” she gestured to
the various pages, “are phrases not meant to go together!”
Sarah shook her head and then turned her attention back to me. “I think I’ve found a
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translator for the German. Katherine’s father is apparently quite the scholar…” her words trailed
as she made a new note. “Aren’t you late to your lesson with that Frenchman?”
Merde. With a brief goodbye, I ran to Mistress Gardine’s office where M Delacroix
spoke from the door, “Bonjour, mademoiselle.” He gestured for me to enter, closing the door
behind us. Mistress Gardine smiled good naturedly and asked me to pour the tea.
M Delacroix’s rose-colored frock coat and mint green trousers were a breath of fresh air
amidst dour English greys and blacks. “Now, where were we?” he asked.
Over the last few days, I had found that both Mistress Gardine and M Delacroix greatly
enjoyed discussing French history, though I did not know why. The day before they had spent
the whole of our two hours together talking about the Treaty of Cateau-Cambresis and the St.
Bartholomew’s Day Massacre. As I poured their tea, I felt as though I might burst. These were
hours better suited elsewhere.
M. Delacroix said, “I thought we might discuss Henri IV today…” He began to speak,
but I found my mind muddled by thoughts of the letter. We are so close to breaking through.
Mistress Gardine must have caught onto my distraction, because she said, “Claude, I am
sure Miss Davenport would like to talk of something other than dusty old men and wars.”
He laughed. “Oh, mon amie. What would you prefer we discuss? Tearooms? Dresses?” I
flushed when he grinned. “A shame. You would be surprised how much of the world is decided
over the rim of a teacup. Shall we talk instead of grandes dames?”
A slight scoff crested my lips. “Such creatures exist?” I asked, sarcasm barely contained.
“Bien sûr! Elaine de Aquitaine, non? And La Reine? Is she not a great woman?”
Mistress Gardine stared at him, a great urgency around her. She set her cup down. “What
about La Grande Madame?”
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There was an odd silence that fell over the two. M Delacroix maintained eye contact with
Mistress Gardine for an uncomfortable length of time. “Bien. La Grande Duchesse d'Orléans.”
He turned to me. “Do you know of her?”
Maddie sometimes spoke of France when I was younger, but they had been stories of
splendor and dancing that children like to hear before bed. I had to shake my head.
“Grand Duchess Louise Henriette Bourbon d’Orléans,” he said each word with relish.
“The Grand Duke’s widow.”
“Wouldn’t that make her a dowager?” I asked, sipping my tea.
He hummed. “It should, but the Orléans family has never been one for propriety. That’s
the trouble with the second son, isn’t it? He will always try and outdo the eldest.”
Mistress Gardine cleared her throat. “Perhaps another time, Claude.” There was an
intense insistence around her eyes. “The Madame today.”
Seeming to shake something off of himself, he continued, “You are right, my dear. Now,
the Madame has always been notorious. She was a hellion in her younger years. Not unlike you,
mademoiselle.” He grinned. “And very interested in politics. The Grand Duke adored her and
had his son marry the girl. And when he came of age, Louis XV invited her to the small council.”
“That’s quite impressive,” I said, finding myself drawn from my obsession.
“I remember, as a girl, even our parents would talk about her,” Mistress Gardine said.
“Outrageous to think a woman would serve on not one, but two King’s councils. Imagine.”
“When she married Philippe, we thought she would retire to the salon.” M. Delacroix
laughed. “She kept Philippe necessary to the King. The Château de Saint-Cloud and Palais-Royal
were both full in those early days. For many years, it seemed as though God favored the Orléans
family more than the Bourbons themselves.” The man’s face fell. “For some, that
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was…frightening.”
Interesting. “What do you mean?”
“The Madame had two children to reach adulthood: Philippe II and a daughter.”
“Louise Marie Thérèse Bathilde,” Mistress Gardine whispered. My attention snapped to
her, struck by her morose expression.
“You know her?” I asked.
Mistress Gardine wrinkled her nose. “Of course not. I knew of them both, naturally. What
happened to Philippe was a tragedy.”
The man’s lips became a thin white line. “You must understand, mademoiselle, the world
is a cruel place. One that only cares for power. Philippe was preparing to be a splendid ruler, a
King if the occasion had arisen. People called him le Juste…but even titles like that cannot keep
you safe from power seekers.”
“Poisoned,” Mistress Gardine said, her voice a ghostly whisper. Rain started to sheet
against the window.
“The Madame was no fool. She knew her enemies wanted to destroy her family. She sent
her daughter, the last princesse de Condé, to England where she thought the girl would be safe
until a suitable marriage could be arranged.”
Why tell me this? I wondered “Monsieur, all of this is very interesting, but what has it to
do with the Madame?”
He tapped a forefinger to his ear, indicating that I should listen. “The duchess’s children
were her strength, her joy. Instead of hosting parties, she became obsessed with finding a suitable
husband for Louise. There was talk of marrying her off to an Austrian prince or even a Spaniard,
but the duchess was firm in keeping her daughter in France. So at last, it was a prince de Condé.
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The dowry was drawn, the papers prepared, the only thing left was the bride. So, the Madame
wrote to her daughter, compelling her to come home, to marry, and retake her place.”
“Imagine her surprise,” Mistress Gardine interjected, “when the girl sent a letter and
claimed that she was already wed. More than that, she denounced her family.”
I turned the most incredulous look I could muster towards Mistress Gardine, but my
question of how she knew so much about the duchess on my tongue. She looked devastated.
“Outrage!” M. Delacroix threw up his hands. “Royalty and peasants alike. They called
Louise a traitor. Luckily, the King and Queen bore the duke and duchess a deep love. The
Monsieur and Madame had guided them in the early days of their rule, so few were brave enough
to speak poorly of them out of fear.”
“But what does this have to do with anything?” I asked with frustration. As interesting as
it all was, I wasn't sure what the conversation contributed to my education.
M. Delacroix appeared irritated. “My dear mademoiselle, if you would but listen.” I
nodded contritely. “As I said, their position kept the worst of the gossip from them. Not only
that, but the Orléans staff was always protective of their family, which meant that it was difficult
to extract secrets…but not impossible. The day came when the whole country knew: Louise had
given birth. We all wondered if she and the child, whom many considered a bastard, would
return. Her enemies couldn’t risk a baby boy with Orléans blood.”
“Not that any of it mattered in the end,” Mistress Gardine said with tears fluttering on her
lashes. “Bathilde never went home.” It became strikingly apparent to me that she had once
known the Grand Duchess’s daughter.
M. Delacroix cleared his throat again, fighting off tears himself. “A fire, we were told.
The whole family, gone. The only thing the duke’s agents could salvage was a signet ring. All of
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Paris mourned. There can be no doubt the duke took his daughter’s death very poorly. Once a
strapping man, he shriveled to nothing. The King sent doctors, priests, magicians, anyone
thought to help. In the end, it was a fever that took him.”
Silence weighed heavy on all of us. Mistress Gardine broke it again, “The Madame?”
“Oh la. I forget myself.” He gave a hollow laugh as he sniffed. “The tragedy was very
hard on her, there’s no doubt about that. After the duke’s funeral, she disappeared for three days,
turning all, even La Reine, away. But on the third day, like Jesus Christ, she went to Versailles,
looking brighter and younger than ever. At her side were two armed men, their faces darkened by
hoods and cloth. When they passed, women crossed themselves.”
“Sir,” Mistress Gardine snapped. We both glanced up at her. She resettled herself. “My
apologies. I thought we aimed to tell Miss Davenport about the woman's strength.”
“But a moment, mon amie.” He smiled softly. “She went to the King’s council meeting to
take her husband’s seat. It had been filled by the de facto heir. So, what does she do? She has her
hooded guards compel the boy from the room without another word.”
I laughed at the outrageous image. “What was done?” I asked.
M. Delacroix grinned. “The King wanted her escorted to his wife. She refused and said it
was her right to stay on her husband’s place until a proper heir could be found. Everyone thought
she had gone, well, fou. The nobles called to have her removed, thrown into the Bastille, drawn
and quartered for treason.”
“How do you know?” I asked suspiciously.
“A dear friend of mine was an attendant to the King at the time. And you can be certain
that her actions were talked about moments after they happened. Alors, we were told the
Madame said that she had more political clout in one pinky than the whole room combined and
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that the King would be a fool to bar her from the council.”
I gasped in delight. I had never heard of a woman being so bold, treasonous.
“Oh yes. He allowed her to the following meetings as well. I suppose it began as a way to
humor the woman who had been a mother to him. She was smart, of course, and had all the
experience that decades in Court can afford. But she became too bold and people began to
question who was ruling France. At last, the King threatened her: If you do not obey, you will be
moved. There was a meeting held and the Madame was brought before the King and his
advisors. They gave her two choices: You will retire to the dowager house with dignity or you
will be exiled and spend the rest of your days in disgrace.”
This seemed an easy choice. “What did she do?”
He smiled a little, waggling his eyebrows as he said, “She threatened to go to war. A
woman subjected to tragedy and pain, refused to wilt.”
“Like you, Miss Davenport,” Mistress Gardine whispered, eyes leveled at me, sparkling
with tears. “I’m afraid our time is up for today.”
I thanked M. Delacroix for his time and left with a head full of fuzzy thoughts all the way
to the dining room. Despite still not knowing what the purpose of the conversation was, I was
struck by Mistress Gardine’s reaction. She knew the duchess’s daughter. She told me about the
duchess’s daughter. Why?
“What was it today?” Virginia asked as I joined them.
“I’m not sure,” I said as I sank into the seat next to Sarah. “Pervasive evil? Strength of
the soul? Corruption?”
Marie harrumphed. “You’d think Mistress Gardine would want to discuss something you
didn’t know. Kings and their courts are corrupt? Of course. The French even more so.”

103
Sarah looked up from some correspondence. “I would disagree. Their Grand Duchess is a
lovely woman.”
I was surprised that such a coincidence would arise. “How do you know?” I asked.
Her attention returned to her letter. “She visits my family when she is in England.”
The others shook their heads in friendly disbelief, beginning to discuss their days before
we inevitably continued on about the letter. Meanwhile, I stared at Sarah, weighing her words.
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Chapter 22
Katherine came to get me for our horseback riding lesson earlier that afternoon than ever before.
I detested going, but only because I was no better than a child in the saddle. Mr. Page, our
instructor, kept me on an older, gentler mare, leading it by the reins as we went around and
around the yard as the others cantered.
“I’ve had word from my father,” she told me as she wound her arm through mine. “Lucky
for us he’s in London this autumn He’s translated the German, but wanted to know why. I told
him it was a difficult translation from a book.” She bit her lip. “I don’t like lying to him.”
“The fewer people who know about this, the better, Katherine.” She handed me a short
list. “I would rather we seek help instead of the other way around…” The words: reconsider,
something, last bit, vigilant. Excitement thrummed through my veins. “Has Sarah seen it?” I
asked with a wide smile.
“Not yet,” she said.
“We should take it to her,” I replied, already urging the small girl up the next hall.
Katherine resisted my hold, but I was firm. “We’ll be late,” she said.
“What is a horseback lesson in the face of mystery, mon amie?” I asked, my steps
speeding into skips. “Your father’s words will help us solve this riddle!”
She mumbled something nearly unintelligible, though it sounded like, “Fille folle.”
“I’m not mad,” I said, already opening Sarah’s door.
As I had come to expect, her room was a disaster. She sat in the center of a web of papers
as though some sort of spider still dressed in its nightgown. “Good morning,” she said without
looking.
“It’s the afternoon, actually,” Katherine said.
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“Good afternoon,” Sarah said as intent on her task as ever.
“We have the German,” I said nearly bursting at the seams with excitement. “I think we
might have something special.”
She extended a hand smudged with jam and crumbs. With our prize in her grasp, she read
quickly, sorted through her stacks, and made the proper notations. “Excellent. The phrase be
vigilant is here.”
“Against what, I wonder?” I asked. Things were falling apart as quickly as they were
coming together.
“We’re very close now. I think I’ve identified a pattern,” Sarah whispered as she traced
her fingernail along the edge of the paper. Her eyes were bright again, feverish in shade. “Each
sentence possesses Romantic languages primarily, but rarely is the subject. Remember the
Dutch? The subject is guarded, if you will, by two other words that are often conjugated to
confuse. It’s maddening, but we’re so close. So close…”
I glanced at her, taking in her appearance and circles beneath her eyes so dark that they
looked like bruises. Why hadn’t I realized what a toll the mystery was taking on her? “Sarah,
when’s the last time you ate?”
Unconcerned as always, she said, “Early this morning. Nipped down to the kitchens.”
“And your last bath?” Katherine asked disapprovingly, her hand already on the bell cord.
“Well, since it is apparent you aren’t going to any of your lessons, take a long soak.”
Sarah frowned. “There’s too much to do.”
“You smell,” the French girl said firmly. “If you don’t, Elizabeth will take all of your
work and throw it into the fire.”
The dark-haired girl was on her feet in an instant, repeatedly promising that she would do
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as requested. Certain that she would soon be looked after, we continued downstairs. “Should you
write to her brother?” Katherine asked, voicing my concerns.
“If she’s not better by this afternoon,” I promised.
“Perhaps you should take her notes for a few days,” she suggested.
I nodded. I couldn’t allow my problem to cause someone else such deep suffering. We
joined the rest of the girls in the gardens for our riding lessons, slipping into the line in the hopes
that our lateness would not be noticed by our instructor. Marie was at the back of the line, too.
She waved when she saw us. “Did she tell you about her father’s letter?” she asked, nodding to
Katherine.
“Indeed. Went to see Sarah. A few new short phrases, but she seems to think the bulk of
the translation will come from the harder languages.” I said.
She rolled her eyes. “Of course.”
“Where’s Mr. Page?” I asked.
Marie shook her head. “Not here. There’s a new man for today. Mr. White or some such.
Seems a bit callous, if you ask me.”
My eyes scanned the yard and found a strapping young man with dark hair and a severe
expression lifting girls up onto saddles. “Miss Cunnings, Miss Calleen, Miss Davenport,” the
man called from the front. “You’re next.”
We looked at one another and then the line. Why are we being singled out? I wondered
but obeyed nonetheless. As we got closer, I noticed an interesting scar at the base of Mr. White’s
overly-tanned throat. I shuddered in fear. Once Marie and Katherine were cantering around the
yard, a horse with a twitching tail was brought before the block. When the man reached for me, I
took an instinctive step backwards.
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“This isn’t my normal horse, sir,” I said, sheepish. It was shameful enough that I required
special attention, but to admit it openly to a stranger was nearly too much. “Mr. Page puts me on
the older mare.”
“And today you will ride this one,” Mr. White said gruffly.
“But I won’t be able to keep my seat,” I said.
“I suggest you not keep up the line, Miss Davenport,” he said with his hands already
around my waist.
Before I could say another word, I was atop a much taller gelding and clinging to the
reins. Scooting into the sidesaddle, it seemed impossible not to notice the wobble. “Sir, this
seems very loose.”
Mr. White ignored me. There was something off about him, something about the eyes
that struck me as wrong. “Around the yard, Miss Davenport.” When I didn’t immediately snap
the reins, he slapped the horse on the rump and sent us sailing into the yard.
Unused to the height and speed, I released the reins and clutched onto the saddle's
pommel with all my might. “Easy now, easy now,” I squeaked with little conviction. This didn’t
stop him. In fact, my words and fear only served to spur him on further. We barreled through
bushes and knocked down statuettes as the gelding streaked towards the hedge line. “Stop!
Stop!” I screamed, trying to remember the proper command.
Focus, my mind pounded over and over again. I couldn’t hear anything else. I slipped my
hands through the reins again and pulled back. When he slowed, I could have shouted for joy.
Adjusting back into the saddle, I gathered grace around me like a blanket. On a sigh, I started to
turn back when there was a bang near the end of the yard. I had time to think, A gunshot?
Then the gelding screamed, reared up, and sent me and the saddle flying. It was easy to
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imagine wearing wings for a moment when I looked up into a patch of clear blue sky. If I
weren’t falling back to the earth, it would have been beautiful. But I did fall, crashing into the
ground with a bone-crushing thud. My vision was dotted purple then black. Then nothing.
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Chapter 23
I mumbled with pain as shadows were cast over me. “Elizabeth?” Marie’s voice was close to my
ear and her hand was against my forehead. “Can you hear me? Can you hear me?”
“You’re screaming,” I growled.
“Où est M White?” Katherine cried.
“Don’t just stand around, you louts!” Marie said to someone I could not see. “Goand get
Mistress Gardine. Go now!” Her voice lowered to a whisper as she straightened my legs and
righted my dress. I winced in pain. “It’ll be okay, Elizabeth. I promise.”
“Est-ce que c'est du sang?” Katherine asked.
Marie wiped my lips with something that felt like a handkerchief. My ears were ringing.
“Just a little. She probably bit her tongue.”
There was a collective nearby gasp. “What’s happened?” asked a tight, masculine voice.
Suddenly, I felt a calloused hand brush back my hair. “Somebody,” the man snapped, “tell me
what happened.”
“Her horse threw her.” Marie’s words trembled.
A whisper of fabric and I was soon bundled in a coat that smelled of sandal. “I had
surmised,” the man’s voice again. “What made it rear? Where is your instructor?” There was a
whole host of answers from the gathering crowd. The man pulled me up into his arms. I could
feel his heart beating quickly. “Not all at once!”
Everyone fell quiet. Marie was the one to speak, “We had a different instructor today. He
didn’t put Elizabeth on the right horse. It bolted.”
“What made it buck?”
“A loud noise. Gunfire, maybe?”
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“Thank you, Miss Cunnings,” he said grimly. “Has someone been sent to fetch your
headmistress?” he asked.
“Yes, Mr. O’Shire,” Marie replied.
I didn’t have the energy to be discomposed. I moaned in agony when he began to walk.
“I’ll take her to the front salon. Send her there,” he said. Mr. O’Shire’s stride was blissfully even
as he crossed the yard and entered the house. “Everythin’ is going to be all right, Miss
Davenport,” he said. I fluttered in and out of sleep until he set me onto a softness that my body
protested.
Warm breath that smelled of sweet strawberries wafted over my face. “Open your eyes,”
the voice said.
I did but was rewarded with more purple dots dancing around my vision that, after a few
moments time, diminished. I was left with Mr. O’Shire’s golden-orange brows furrowed in
concern. He was as beautiful as the last time I saw him.
“Mr. O’Shire.” I started to shake my head but was stopped by a gentle hand against my
face and a discouraging frown. For a moment, I wanted to melt into that hand. “You have quite a
sense of timing.”
He laughed a little, kissing the knuckles of my left hand twice. “I was discussing a matter
with your headmistress. She informed me you would need an escort by week’s end.”
For Mass? I thought groggily. Why does she insist on telling everyone about my
concerns? “Did she?”
Mr. O’Shire nodded. He reached into his shirt and removed a beautiful wooden cross. I
shouldn’t have been surprised that he was a Catholic. “Your mistress has already agreed that I
would be suitable, though I’m not sure the arrangement will stand given my behavior in the
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courtyard just now. Until your headmistress discovers I am a consummate rake, might I offer my
services?”
The prospect of unravelling Mr. O’Shire’s personhood was intriguing to me, even as the
room spun. I nodded and grunted.
“Where is your pain?” he asked at last, face unchanging.
Everywhere, I thought but couldn’t manage more than a wince.
My expression did not seem to bring him any comfort. His hands went familiarly into my
hair to feel my skull. I couldn’t muster the energy to be scandalized. “Your head is in one piece,”
he said, his face finally cracking into a small smile.
I wanted to know what he was thinking. Why he was there. Why he knew how to
examine a person after a fall. It struck me then that he really was much more than anyone
thought. “Did you learn your skills in the War, sir?” I asked. His hands stilled against my face
and I tried to gauge his queer expression. I had never seen a face so guarded.
We spent a short moment looking at one another until footsteps were heard clambering
down the hallway. Mr. O’Shire stood at once to take a step away from me. “Oh dear Lord, Miss
Davenport, you poor thing. How are you?” Mistress Gardine asked as she stepped over the
threshold. “I’ve already called for the physician. He’ll be here soon. What’s happened? The girls
couldn’t make much sense of it.”
“Thrown from a horse,” Mr. O’Shire said gruffly. “And where is the stable master, hm?
Gone and replaced by a stranger.” His boldness was astounding. Even in my addled state I knew
his behavior was enough to have him expelled from every reputable house in London. Seeming
to sense this, he cleared his throat. “Does your back hurt, mademoiselle?” he asked from his
corner of the room.
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“Mr. O’Shire,” Mistress Gardine said curtly. “I thank you for your assistance, but Dr.
Allard will be here soon to give us his professional opinion.”
“Madame, if you would like to do what is best for your student, then I suggest you go get
something cool for her pain,” Mr. O’Shire told her defiantly.
The air was charged. Opening my drooping eyes, I witnessed two stubborn souls test the
will of the other. Why is she allowing such disrespect? I wondered. More miraculous, it was
Mistress who moved first, stomping from the room.
The instant she was gone, Mr. O’Shire knelt beside me again to take my hand into his.
My face was hot. He didn’t seem to notice as he pushed my wrist backwards, saying, “Let me
know if it hurts.”
After ascertaining the health of my hands, Mr. O’Shire asked me to sit up, to move my
arms and legs, to touch my nose with my forefingers. “You did not answer my question,” I
managed at last.
He folded my hands into my lap and encouraged me to lie back down in an insistent,
silent way. “I’ve had my fair share of falls. I knew a man who once fell from his horse, never
walked again,” he told me in a flat tone as he bent my arm at the elbow. “I would hate that
somethin’ like that happen to you.”
The answer wasn’t satisfying. “But not the War?”
Mr. O’Shire frowned. “The War? My dear Miss Davenport, the Lord mark me a
scoundrel for chastising a lady, but war is not a proper topic.”
“Is that a yes?” I sat up further in spite of pain.
Impossibly, his face became even more muted. “What business does an Irishman have in
an Englishman’s war?”
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Chapter 24
After ascertaining I was merely bruised and not broken, the physician encouraged Mistress
Gardine to have me taken to my room to rest. With no available footmen, and despite my
headmistress’s obvious disapproval, Mr. O’Shire was called upon to see us upstairs.
To the man’s credit, he tried his best not to jostle me, but it was difficult and I
occasionally winced or sighed in pain to which he replied with an apology or sorrowful tug of
the brows. “I’ll send you Miss Cunnings’s maid to help you. Please, set her on the bed, Mr.
O’Shire, and be on your way.” Mistress Gardine stood with hands behind her back like a military
officer.
“Yes, madam,” he said without contest. He leaned down into the softness of my bed,
chest against mine. Had I not recently been thrown from a horse, it may have been enjoyable.
“Thank you, sir,” I whispered.
“Of course, mademoiselle, I am your servant,” he replied.
Mistress Gardine cleared her throat. “Good day, Mr. O’Shire.”
The door closed behind him with a decisive click, though I did not hear his footsteps in
the hall. Meanwhile, Mistress Gardine went to tug the bell cord. She took the chair from my
vanity and set it beside my bed.
“How are you?” she asked instead. Her hands were shaking.
While I knew that she did not tell me the truth about who she was, I could not doubt the
fact that she cared for me. Why else would she spend so much on compelling me to her side? “A
bit sore,” I reassured. “I think a good night’s sleep will do me well.”
Her face was drawn into a frown that showed lines I had never seen before, lines that
bespoke a deep sadness. “A hot bath, too.” She reached for my hand. “And tomorrow, if you’re
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well, we’ll go to the shops for a new dress or two. I’m so sorry this happened.”
“Not your fault,” I said, wondering why she felt the need to apologize. My head throbbed
and my inhibitions fell away. “Mr. O’Shire told me he would be my escort to Mass this week.
Why did you tell him?”
“You need a keeper,” she said more to herself than to me, as though serving some
reminder. “Despite his theatrics, Mr. O’Shire is a good man.” I had to wonder what Mr. O’Shire
had done to warrant such trust.
Julia came in a moment later to give me laudanum-laden tea. Mistress Gardine bid me
well, kissing my cheek after a moment of hesitation. The medicine was hidden well under heaps
of sugar, but the bitter taste lingered.
*

*

*

After a morning of throbbing ligaments, well wishes, and a thorough interrogation about my time
with Mr. O’Shire, I sat surrounded by bolts of fabric with a woman at my side, pencil poised.
The shopkeeper–a gregarious woman by the name of Mrs. McKnight–paced through her
collection. When her hand landed on a bolt of pink, I shook my head.
“She’s in mourning,” Mistress Gardine explained.
My eyes lingered a bolt of cream colored damask that had a golden menagerie stitched
into it. I fought the urge to roll my eyes. I wanted to be at home in bed, unraveling the last bits of
my mystery, not out being poked and prodded like a pincushion.
Mrs. McKnight touched her fingertips to my cheek. “Poor dear. Anna, fetch us some tea,”
she pleaded in an affectionate tone. “I didn’t know you were taking new students, Ms. Gardine. It
seems rather late in the year.”
“Oh, a special exception had to be made for this one. She is such a delight.” Mistress
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Gardine chuckled, leaning over to pat me on the forearm. “She was a glittering jewel in Dorset
that I had to have. Can you blame me?” From her pocketbook, Mistress Gardine withdrew a
sheet of paper covered on front and back. “She’ll be needing five uniforms, two in black and
three in cream; three sets of petticoats; five everyday gowns; two capes; a riding jacket; and three
ball gowns.”
Her list would cost a small fortune. I fought the urge to gape at her. Does she expect a
right to my fortune when I came of age? What is her game? They were thoughts that would
linger as the two older women discussed cuts and colors. I was given bits of brown needle lace to
feel between my fingers, then furs that had been dyed dark blue, an elaborate bit of black
brocade with golden stitching, rosy silks, linen, cotton, velvet. My ribs throbbed with my breath.
All I wanted to do was go home.
Finally, Mistress Gardine waved her hand through the air to signal the end of our
appointment. “See that a few are sent this evening. Come along, Miss Davenport.”
Once outside, instead of going home, we set off to a prominent card maker’s. Miss
Elizabeth Davenport would at last have a name for herself—she would be respectable. Before
making it even a handful of steps down the road, a frantic voice cried, “Mistress Gardine!
Mistress Gardine!” as it wound through the crowd.
We stepped towards the nearest store and waited for Julia to burst forth at last. “What in
Heaven’s name is wrong?” she asked as the girl gasped for breath, her face shiny and red.
“Oh thank God I’ve found you! There’s been an accident. Miss Hilbert, she’s fallen. Her
arm. Dr. Allard has been called. You must come home!”
“For all that is good—” Mistress Gardine began then stopped short to pinch the bridge of
her nose. “If we went a week without incident, I daresay I wouldn’t know what to do with
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myself. All right, let me think.” Cloistered beside the carriage, people poured around us as if we
weren’t there. “Well, this is troubling. I would hate to cancel my appointment with Mr. Caldwell.
Of course, Miss Hilbert needs my attention.” She sighed heavily and looked heavenwards. “Very
well, we must go.”
Feeling relief, I turned to follow when it was then my name being called out through the
crowd in a way that stiffened my spine in surprise: “Miss Davenport?”
I saw a flash of red hair amongst a sea of powdered wigs and could not help but smile. In
no time he was standing before us all with an unabashed grin. It took no time to notice dark
circles under his eyes. “Good morning, sir,” Mistress Gardine said in a cool, cautious tone. “With
how often we have seen you these last few days, one might think that you were following us.
People will talk. Unfortunately, we haven’t the time for pleasantries. I’ve been called away.”
“A travesty,” Mr. O’Shire said. “Have you finished all of your errands?”
“Not as of yet, no,” Mistress Gardine said, making it evident that she was, in fact, quite
flustered. “We are unable to keep our appointment.”
Mr. O’Shire clicked his tongue. “Well, we can’t let that stand. Allow me to accompany
Miss Davenport to the remainder while you tend to your flock,” Mr. O’Shire said in a voice that
surely could have tempted the Devil.
“Absolutely not. Miss Davenport.” Mistress Gardine pointed to the carriage.
“I will have her home in due time,” Mr. O’Shire added.
“Now, Elizabeth,” Mistress Gardine snapped when she saw my hesitation.
“Madam, you wound me. I am a gentleman. If you see me fit to escort her to church, then
surely I must be acceptable for such a chore,” he continued, stepping closer to the mistress in his
playful way.
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She closed her eyes and I knew that the practicality of the arrangement would get the
better of her. I looked at Mr. O’Shire and he winked. “Very well, Mr. O’Shire; but I’m warning
you, I will hold you wholly accountable for the time she is in your care. Have her back home
post haste, understood?”
How in Heaven’s name does he get away with such behavior? I wondered.
“Of course, madam.” He bowed deeply only to return to his full height as well as to offer
me his arm. “Shall we, mademoiselle?”
“We will be home soon,” I replied and linked myself to him.
Shifting a quick glance between the two of us, I saw a wrinkle appear in between the
mistress’s eyebrows. Suddenly, she retrieved her list and handed it to me. “Tell Mr. Caldwell
exactly what is here is to appear on the card, then have him send me the bill. After that, come
straight home. Is that understood?” I nodded. “Mind yourself, sir.” After, she climbed into a
hired carriage, followed by Julia, then they disappeared.
At once Mr. O’Shire looked down at me. “Feeling better today? I must confess that I was
up all night with worry.”
“Much better, sir, thank you,” I replied, lowering my gaze. It was difficult to look at him
without feeling my breath catch in my throat.
“Well, then let’s not waste your fair health on a card maker. This calls for a celebration,”
he announced and led us past the shop and up the street before I had the chance to recognize him
as the charlatan he surely was.
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Chapter 25
Hampstead, London
“I suppose it would be rude to ask where it is we are going,” I said as the distance between me
and my task grew and grew. I tossed a nervous glance to the people who swelled around us,
knowing we were indecent.
“If you don’t look so uncomfortable, people won’t look at you,” Mr. O’Shire suggested
as we walked. “As to where we are going, I thought you might enjoy a respite. Though, I must
confess, it was unwise to allow yourself to be left alone with me.”
My skin broke out in gooseflesh in both pleasure and the now near-constant thought that
Mr. O’Shire was not all that he appeared. And yet, there was something about him that made me
trust him. We walked on in companionable silence that comes from years of friendship. I was
guided towards a small building discreetly tucked between gaudier shops.
Inside, I was assailed by the unmistakable sweet and sharp aroma of coffee beans. I knew
I wasn’t allowed to be in such a place. A man came towards us with grim politeness.
“Taylor,” Mr. O’Shire greeted warmly, hand already extended.
“Sir…” he said, eyeing me.
“The usual table,” Mr. O’Shire said. I did not see my companion’s face, but I had a
feeling that his expression was unshakeable. The man shifted uncomfortably, fighting the urge to
comment on the illegal nature of my presence. Something about Mr. O’Shire was hypnotic. It’s
not just me, I thought.
At last, the man acquiesced and we were soon settled in a private alcove. Sitting across
from one another, our faces were alight by flickering candles and brave sunshine that shone
through wide windows.
“Are you sure this is all right?” I asked.
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“Trust me.”
I do and I don’t, I thought as I found my eyes drawn to his knuckles. They were red and
lacerated, like he’d recently been in a fight.
A young lady brought us a tea tray and a plate of scones along with a bowl of clotted
cream. “Thank you, dear,” Mr. O’Shire said to the girl, which made her blush and scurry away.
After she had gone, my companion turned his gaze back to me, unperturbed. “Tell me
somethin’,” he drawled lazily as he considered me. Despite his outward repose, I felt bare to him.
“Where are you from?”
I stirred a bit of cream and three lumps of sugar into deep brown liquid. Carefully
considering my answer, I lifted the cup to my lips in thought. Mistress Gardine doesn’t want
anyone to know my background, yet she told him I was a Catholic. And she allowed me to be
alone with him. What is he supposed to know? It was easy to avert my gaze from his even as I
felt it searing my skin. “Dorset.”
“There’s no need to lie, Miss Davenport.” Mr. O’Shire smiled. “You need not fear me. I
told you, I am good with secrets.” He held up a hand in askance. “Surely you cannot fault me for
curiosity.”
His presence invited calmness, though he still thrilled me. Considering his own lineage,
he would surely understand the necessity of secrets. Mr. O’Shire casually sipped from the cup,
but I knew better; he was waiting.
There’s no point in this charade, I thought. Emboldened, I held his gaze. “I’ve lived in
London my entire life.”
This wasn’t enough to satisfy him. “What of your family?”
A lump formed in my throat that I dissolved with the coffee. “I have no family.”
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Immediately after: “Is that why you are with the madam?”
I was again refreshed by his lack of pity. “Yes, she is my guardian now.” I thought it best
to keep the sheer amount of money she spent on me. “She thought it better if people thought I
was down from the country.”
“What happened to them? Your family.”
My face flushed with sudden irritation. You are a ruthless man. How dare you ask me
such questions? “My guardians died three months ago,” I said as though loosing an arrow.
There was no change in his expression. He was stone as he sipped out of his cup. “How
did you come to be with them?”
My heart beat faster, lurching in my throat. “They…took me in when I was young. They
were good people; they took very good care of me. That’s all that matters.”
He hummed. I listened to grinding stone beneath the carriage wheels outside. “Is
Davenport their surname, then?” I shook my head. “Surely if they bore you any affection…”
I clenched my fists on the table. “You are lucky we are in public, sir,” I said coolly. “I
have half a mind to give you a sound thrashing.”
Still, there was not so much as a wrinkle in between his eyebrows. “Why didn’t you take
their name if they loved you so dearly?”
“Cosaintóir is an unusual name,” I snapped.
At last, a single twinge at his lips. “Scottish?” He hummed and sipped from his cup
again. “I am sorry for your loss, Miss Davenport.”
My heart beat with rage. “And what about you? You sit there asking these ridiculous,
ugly questions. How dare you?”
Mr. O’Shire shrugged, his gaze moving at something behind me. “I don’t put much stock
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in casual pleasantries, Miss Davenport. Life is too short.”
We drank in silence then as I did not feel like continuing the conversation on my family.
Some things were better left buried. “You are a fool!” cried a man as he and another made their
way into the building. Mr. O’Shire nodded to them.
“Patrick!” they clamored and approached our table. Turning, I saw the men approaching
our table. “Good to see you.” They warily watched me before bowing. “Pray, introduce us to
your companion.”
“I’d rather not, sirs,” Mr. O’Shire said. “But I will introduce you to her. Mademoiselle,
this is M Jean-Paul Marat and M Camille Desmoulins.”
I gasped in recognition. Geoffrey had received plenty of newspapers from Paris
discussing the men’s political doings. They wanted to change aristocracy. Over the last several
decades, the journalist Marat had become quite famous, even in England. “It is an esteemed
pleasure.”
“You know us, mademoiselle?” the younger man asked with a charming grin.
I nodded amicably, gesturing to the free seats. “Of course, sir. Vivre libre or mourir.”
They beamed. “What an ignorant lady I would be if I did not know you. Please, sit with us.”
“As delighted as I am to see a beautiful young lady,” M Desmoulins said as he took my
hand for a kiss, “I cannot say that I was expecting such a thing here.”
“My companion enjoys good conversation,” Mr. O’Shire said. “I’m sure you both can
sympathize.”
“Bien sûr,” M Marat said. His gaze bore into me. When I quirked a brow, he chuckled.
“Pardon me, mademoiselle. You look very much like someone I know. What do you think,
Des?”
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The dark-haired man considered me, then his eyes widened. “Mon Dieu!”
My stomach churned. “I hope the resemblance is a favorable one.”
“Very much so, mademoiselle,” M Desmoulins said. “You have the look of our
benefactress when she was much younger.”
“Elle ressemble à la peinture de Paris, non?” M. Robespierre asked his friend in a
conspiratorial whisper.
How curious, I thought. “Well, it seems you hold this woman in high esteem, so I
appreciate the compliment.”
“Oh certainly.” M Desmoulins grinned charmingly. “And if my good friend here can find
merit in the opinion of a woman, then she must be held in high esteem.” The younger man
clasped M Marat by the shoulder and shook him with good humor.
And despite my own stinging pride at being deemed so trivial, I deigned to ask, “And
what, pray tell, is this paragon’s name?”
The two men looked at one another again. “It would be…impolite to discuss the lady in
unknown company. Surely you understand.”
“Am I unknown company, sirs?” Mr. O’Shire asked. “My companion has my complete
trust. Now tell us, friend, how are things abroad?”
M Marat glanced around the room and then leaned into the table. “They go well for our
Madame. Cafés in Paris are bursting!”
“If that’s the case, what brings you to London?” I asked.
“Always the work,” M Desmoulins said. “Our Madame wishes us to strengthen our
cause. Where better than here? After all the work she put into that necklace debacle, we cannot
stop now.”
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My eyes widened. Who is this woman? “What does she hope to accomplish?”
“Now that we cannot tell you,” M Marat said with a clever little grin. “Rest assured, you
will soon be privy to something rather remarkable, mademoiselle.”
Mr. O’Shire rushed to his feet. “We need to leave. Now.”
“What’s wrong?” I asked as I started to turn.
“No time,” he said and grabbed me by the arm, hauling me up and started towards the
back of the building with long strides.
A man shouted, “Stop!”
We didn’t. Just as we barreled through a door into an alley, I caught a glimpse of a man
in a Royal Guard’s uniform chasing after us.
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Chapter 26
At the end of the alley, Mr. O’Shire encouraged our quickened steps into a full run. “Where are
you taking me?” I asked.
“Home, as soon as they lose our trail,” he replied and whipped us down another, narrower
alleyway with steps that grew even faster. Though furious, I knew that being caught would result
in expulsion from Mistress Gardine’s school or, worse yet, imprisonment.
There was certainty in Mr. O’Shire’s steps, a certainty that bespoke familiarity with
London’s streets. Who are you? I wanted to ask but couldn’t because he was busy opening
another door and pulling us inside. We were standing toe-to-toe, waiting for something to
happen. When I opened my mouth to speak, he placed a forefinger to his lips. Trudging steps and
jangling metal rushed by our hiding place. When they were gone, I looked up into Mr. O’Shire’s
face. His eyes were closed, ear pressed against the door.
“All right, I don’t hear anythin’. They’ve gone. Best if we leave through here, though,”
he said and gestured up the stairs.
I looked at the faded wallpapering and asked, “What is this place?”
“Oh, a house of ill repute, to be certain. Let’s go.” He was already moving up while I
stood at the bottom with my jaw slacked.
Ill repute? A whorehouse? “I’m not taking a step further,” I stated, trembling.
Mr. O’Shire stood poised at the top of the stairs. He was smiling with tight sarcasm. “A
thousand apologies, my lady. I understand that this is no place for a queen such as yourself, but
desperate times call for desperate measures. And unless you’d prefer to be tried for treason and
lewd behavior, I suggest you come with me.”
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“This is a whorehouse!” I said with hands on my hips as I stomped up the stairs. “Why in
God’s name did you bring me here? Do you not care about my reputation? And after Mistress
Gardine trusted you with my care! You, sir, are a charlatan!”
“As much as I admire the ferocity with which you attack my honor, there simply isn’t
time for it,” he said as he made way for me. “And, if it’s of any consolation, this is not a
whorehouse. Some of my actor friends board here.”
“He said as though that were better,” I grumbled and frowned at the shabby decor.
Bachelors. Wonderful, I thought.
He chuckled, grabbing a cloak from a hook as we passed it. “You’re a funny bit of
business, Miss Davenport. Agreeing to go unattended with a man and then accuse him of
impropriety?”
“Do not presume to chastise me, sir,” I said as I allowed Mr. O’Shire to drape the cloak
over my shoulders and pull the hood over my face. “Thank you,” I said begrudgingly.
“You needn’t worry about anythin’.” Mr. O’Shire placed a hand on my shoulder as he
looked through the window. “I’ll explain to your mistress that we were detained by…unforeseen
circumstances.” He opened the door for me.
“Oh yes, that’s grand. ‘Oh pardon us, madam, but we were detained. By whom? The
Royal Guard, of course!’ I’m sure she’ll love that.”
I scowled at him, but it only encouraged a waggling of eyebrows and a grin that seemed
equally untrustworthy. “We’ll have to walk back,” he claimed while looking upwards. “Gettin’
into a cab now wouldn’t do well for your reputation.”
“As if this were a positive endeavor,” I fired back, my feet hurting.
Our strides were long and purposeful. People moved for us. Overwhelmed with emotion,
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I tried to focus my thoughts. “How did you know them?” I asked.
Without missing a beat, he said, “I make it a habit to know every interesting person in
London.”
“They weren’t from London,” I replied, looking at the ground so my face would be
obscured by the hood.
“I spent a good deal of time abroad. Mind your step.” He lifted me over a pool of filth.
“And who doesn’t know M Marat?”
“He knew you by name,” I challenged.
“I’ll have you know that I am a very interesting person,” he said with a wink.
That I believe, I thought as we rounded the corner and dodged an oncoming carriage. My
curiosity was overcome with anxiousness as the school’s steps were suddenly under my feet.
Then we were entering the door without so much as a peremptory knock. Mr. O’Shire closed it
behind us so softly that I didn’t even hear it click. We listened, my breath fluttering. “I should
go,” he finally whispered.
“You should,” I agreed; neither of us moved.
His eyes searched mine as he came closer. How little effort it would take to lift my head
slightly, a brush of the lips. He is dangerous, my mind cried, but I couldn’t seem to make myself
care.
“Elizabeth Davenport! I know that’s you,” Marie’s voice filled up the hallway and foyer.
Down came hammering footsteps that evoked terror in my chest, pleasure forgotten. There she
was, terrible and scowling. Mr. O’Shire stood away, leaving me to bear the brunt of her ire.
“Good evening, sir,” she stated in a deceptively sweet tone, eyebrows pulled into a furious glare.
“Our headmistress has requested both of you in her office as soon as you returned. Though, I
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must admit, we expected you back some time ago.”
Mr. O’Shire cleared his throat. “We were detained by unforeseen circumstances.” I
glances at him and saw that he was trying not to laugh.
Marie’s blunt brown eyes skewered him. “Now, sir, if you would.” She spun on her heel
and marched up the hall.
No room for argument, I followed. The door to her office was already open. Marie glared
at us both as we crossed into the dim light and were immediately challenged by Mistress
Gardine: “Miss Davenport. Mr. O’Shire.”
He had the good sense to bow. “Madam, I apologize for our lateness.”
She gestured in front of her. We sat. “You’ve been gone much longer than it takes to
order calling cards. May I ask what detained you?” Her tone was casual, as if we were sharing a
cup of tea and some gossip.
“Unforeseen circumstances,” was on the tip of my tongue, but Mr. O’Shire beat me to it
with, “We took a brief reprieve at a coffeehouse.” When I looked at him this time, I was worried
for his health. Had we not agreed to lie?
“Ah. Wonderful.” She did not seem to think it overly wonderful at all. “Might I ask, in
the future, Mr. O’Shire, you adhere to my instructions?”
“Yes, madam,” he said.
“Then we will see you come Sunday. You may go, sir,” she said.
I sat wide-eyed thinking, That’s it? And he’s still allowed to escort me to Mass?
Mr. O’Shire stood, bowed, and left the room without another word.
She cleared her throat. “Am I to assume that you did not accomplish your task?” I shook
my head. “Well, there’s nothing to be done about it now. I have one more gift for you. Siobhan,”
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she called and then the doors opened before I could protest.
The woman who entered was pretty, her pale face lightly freckled and pleasant; her curly
brown hair escaping her cap. “Miss Davenport, this is Siobhan Lowry—she will be caring for
you for the foreseeable future.” The woman curtsied deeply, barely creasing her dress. “She
served as a lady’s maid to Lady Rollings. Her mistress passed away last week while at Bath; but,
by all accounts, Siobhan is quite accomplished. That will be all.”
I stood to curtsy before taking my leave. Siobhan followed closely. In the hall’s
candlelight, I glanced over to the woman who was surprisingly taller than I was. Something
about this whole affair was dastardly awkward. Am I lady now? I wondered. Are ladies allowed
such freedom?
When we entered my room, Siobhan set herself to pouring water and readying my
nightgown. Even in the low light I could see a folded note on my vanity. The day’s excitement
forgotten in the wake of mystery, I ran to read. It was from Sarah. Andrew sent along a few more
words, but I thought this might interest you the most.
How funny it was that a sentence could fill me with so much fear. It is with a heavy heart
I tell you: our leader has succumbed.
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Chapter 27
City of Westminster, London
September 1786
“Miss Lizzy, wake up—you’ll be late for church if you don’t go down to breakfast now,”
Siobhan’s voice called with patient insistence. The chill of new September morning air lingered
and I silently refused to bow to its tyranny by keeping fabric tucked around my body. “Miss
Lizzy.” Her voice was firm.
I stretched and stamped my feet onto the floor, wincing at the cold. Dressed and fed in
short order, Siobhan and I waited for Mr. O’Shire in the sitting room. I was endlessly pleased by
the added decency of having my maid with me. Soon after everyone else left for their chapel, Mr.
O’Shire stepped into the room with red hair free of powder and circles under his eyes that were
darker than they had been two days earlier. He reminded me of Sarah when she dedicated herself
to a new project: fevered.
“Good morning, Miss Davenport,” he said and gave a look of askance at Siobhan.
“Good morning, sir.” I smiled and stood. “Allow me to introduce you both. This is
Patrick O’Shire. Sir, this is Siobhan Lowry.”
“Dia dhuit,” Mr. O’Shire said, crossing the room to kiss the air above her hand.
Siobhan raised her eyebrows and blushed. “Dia is Muire dhaoibh,” she replied.
My eyes darted between the two at the use of the same phrases that Malcolm sometimes
used. I still didn’t know what they meant.
“Ms. Lowry, am I to hope you will be joinin’ us?”
“Yes,” she said, extracting herself from his loose hold that he seemed to respect.
“Wonderful. A pleasure as always, Miss Davenport.” Mr. O’Shire collected my hand and
pressed his lips against my skin, which sent me to blushing.
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“We’ll be late, sir,” Siobhan stated, linking her arm with mine.
He smiled. “Lead the way.”
She turned us back down the hall, pausing only in the foyer to retrieve a pair of bonnets
and cloaks. We walked in silence. I was consumed with a fear that people were staring at our odd
little trio; however, we seemed to go unnoticed. By the time the soothing realization crashed over
me, we were crossing the threshold into my small, nondescript chapel. It had been weeks since I
had attended.
After unburdening my spirit, I found Siobhan in an alcove, bent over in fervent prayer. I
knelt beside her. The beads slid between my fingers easily and repeated my prayers before
saying “Amen” one last time, kissing the cross. When I opened my eyes, Siobhan was lighting
candles. She handed me a lit matchstick that I took gratefully. My mind drifted to Maddie and
Malcolm, my chest tightened and fingers trembled as it lit wax-logged columns, lost in thought.
Suddenly, someone grabbed me by the wrist, their fingers biting into my flesh.
Frightened, I looked up and saw a disheveled priest bearing down on me. “Father?” I whispered,
concerned.
Upon further inspection, I found his face to be tan, bruised, and lacerated. His collar was
askew, revealing a thin, white scar across his neck. “Mr. White? Is that you?” I asked, trying to
stand. He pushed me down.
“C'est vous,” he said, voice grating. “Vous. Vous devez être pardonné. Tu es un diable.
Vous devez être implorer pour le pardon.”
“Sir, please, you’re hurting me,” I said louder.
Siobhan stirred next to me, recognized my trouble, and cried out in her mother tongue,
“Cabhair liom le do thoil.”
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The madman’s grip tightened. “Vous méritez de souffrir.”
Mr. O’Shire appeared grimly from the confessional. “Lâchez elle,” he commanded with
murder in his eyes.
I gave a trembling sigh of relief. When the man saw my defender, he cursed and bolted
for the exit. A candle stand was sent careening to the floor. My body reacted to the clangs. I
finally breathed.
Mr. O’Shire reached down to steady me, his hand warm. I looked up at his concerned
countenance and tried my best to dash away my lost expression. “Are you all right?” he
mouthed, lips tugged down into an uncharacteristic frown.
“He was at the school,” I confided as he knelt beside me.
“You’re shaking,” he observed.
I nodded emphatically and chuckled. Siobhan comforted me with a delicate arm hung
about my shoulders. “Thank you for frightening him off. I’m not sure what I would have done
had you not been here.” I resented the fact that that was true.
“I would never let anything happen to you, mademoiselle,” he said seriously. “Rest easy.
Finish your penance.
“What about Mr. White?” I asked, worried that a man so dedicated to threatening me
would disguise himself as a priest wouldn’t be deterred long by domineering man.
“Don’t worry yourself,” Mr. O’Shire said, his confidence a temporary comfort, though
there was no knowing how long the feeling would last.
As his voice dissolved into prayer, I distracted myself with the little balls of flame that
carried my sorrow onto the wicks where they burned brightest. It was easy to become entranced
by such ethereal lights, to be led into parts of the mind that lurk in shadows despite them. Behind
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closed lids I could see Maddie and Malcolm’s faces flickering like so many stars. I forced myself
to think of new things: Marie, Sarah, Mistress Gardine, Virginia, Katherine. Those good, bright
things guided me from the dark until the flame solidified as much as fire is able and I could feel
breath filling up my lungs.
I lit another candle and saw that Mr. O’Shire was still praying, the beads of the rosary
circulating between his fingers. It seemed as if he had a good deal to repent. I wondered what on
earth such a man’s sins would be. Does Mistress Gardine know what I sinful man she has
entrusted me with? I wondered as I considered his fingers rolling along wooden beads that
looked as though they had long since been worn down.
“Mademoiselle?” he asked without opening his eyes.
“Nothing,” I said, blushing. “Are you nearly done?”
His laugh loitered at the threshold of his mouth before being pushed forward by a gusting
whoosh of air. “Not at all. Go with Miss Lowry; I’ll join you soon.”
As the sermon began and Mr. O’Shire and I sat side-by-side, I scrutinized him. His
knuckles were scabbed in some places, purple in others. A fighter, then? I thought. Surely
Mistress Gardine couldn’t overlook this. Why would she let me be with such a man? It’s obscene.
I knew I couldn’t place the entirety of the blame at her feet, of course. If I expressed displeasure
in Mr. O’Shire’s company, she would certainly sever our contact. But I don’t want to do that, do
I? I rather like his impropriety, his mystery. And he’s cared for me. Hasn’t he? I was as aware
of my shortcomings as I was frustrated by them. Instead of focusing my attention on Mr.
O’Shire, I should have been trying to figure out who the leader mentioned in the letter was.
I resolved to refocus my efforts.
This resolution lasted six steps outside of the chapel when I noted the cross that bounced
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against his chest. “Was it your grandfather’s?” I asked.
“This?” He laughed, his step faltering as he took off his rosary. “No, it wasn’t. I’m afraid
that it’s belonged to no one other than me.”
I found that shocking and reached out for it without thought. Our fingers brushed, a
motion that caused me to snatch my hand back and send the holy cross hurtling towards the
ground. Mr. O’Shire, nonplussed, managed a finger around the loop, dragging it back to the
safety of his hand before giving it to me. Murmuring some thanks, I allowed myself the pleasure
of admiring the cross in sunlight. Each wooden bead was a varying shade of brown, stained and
slicked by years of prayers. “Are you filled with so much compunction, sir?”
Mr. O’Shire pocketed the cross. “It is a comfort,” he replied.
My heart found itself in the strangest position of wanting to take his hand into mine. Such
profundity I laid at the feet of my regained light heart, but knew that I could not abide by it.
Instead I sought that silence that is common between old friends.
“I would apologize for my silence,” Mr. O’Shire started prepared to part ways on the
bottom step, “but it would seem that you were as enthralled with the weather as myself.”
“Think nothing of it, sir,” I said. “Thank you again for your assistance. I hope you have a
pleasant day.”
Mr. O’Shire’s eyes twinkled. “I’ll endeavor to obey.”
My cheeks heated and Siobhan placed a gentle hand on my elbow in silent askance.
“Until next week, sir.” I curtsied and scrambled up the steps.
“I’m eternally hopeful that it is before then, Miss Davenport,” he called after softly.
It took every proper impulse I had to ignore him, to flee inside behind the safety of a
solid door. Moments later, when Siobhan was helping me with my bonnet, her lips pursed in
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thought.
“What are you thinking?” I asked.
“Nothing, miss.” I smiled, nudging her with my elbow. She gave a resigned sigh. “Did
Mr. O’Shire tell you where he was from?”
The question seemed odd. “Dublin, I believe. Why?”
She cast her eyes down as she started for the stairs. “Nothin’, miss.”
As she walked away, I caught her arm. “Tell me, please.”
“Well…” Her eyes darted around the foyer as though looking for someone. “You’d never
know he was.”
“Well,” I felt myself flush, “I imagine it’s difficult to be an educated Irishman in
England. Why invite the scrutiny?”
Siobhan shrugged her delicate shoulders. “Be that as it may, miss, it’s not the way he
speaks English that makes me question him.” We started upstairs, my arm looped through hers in
confidence. My heart was beating faster. “It’s the way he said Dia dhuit.”
“What? What does that have to with anything?”
“It’s the way he said it…I don’t know where Mr. O’Shire is from, but I’m not so certain
I’d be believin’ it’s Dublin.” She bit her lip then said, “A matter of fact, I’m not sure he is who
he says he is.”
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Chapter 28
My heart seized. It shouldn’t have surprised me that Mr. O’Shire would lie about something such
as that as it was increasingly apparent that he was a man of great secrets, but it did. Now that
Siobhan said the words aloud, it brought sense to his own personal mystery. How could he be
from a well-off family in Dublin wealthy enough to send him to school if no one had ever heard
of him? Why wouldn’t he be forthcoming about his lineage? Why would he know prominent
Frenchmen like Desmoulins and Marat? “Thank you,” I told her and dashed upstairs to the one
person who would be able to help me the most.
Sarah’s door was, as usual, unlocked. Surprisingly though, she was dressed and her hair
looked as though freshly coiffed. Never had I seen her look so respectable. “Good morning,” I
said as I sat on her bed.
“Good morning,” she replied. “I saw my brother.”
Ah, that explains it, I thought. “How is he?” I asked.
She shrugged. “Fine, I suppose. He spent most of our time chastising me for neglecting
my letters to Mother. I told him I refuse to waste my time with gossip when there are so many
other things that need my attention. Where were you?”
“Mass,” I said. “With Siobhan and Mr. O’Shire.”
“Seems quite unusual that Mistress Gardine would allow such a thing,” she mused.
“That’s why I’ve come up to see you. Siobhan doesn’t think Mr. O’Shire is all that he
says he is. In fact, she doesn’t believe he’s really from Dublin.”
She didn’t so much as blink. “Do you think he speaks any other languages?”
Sarah Connor was, without a doubt, the most infuriating person I had ever. “What?”
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As ever, she seemed frustrated with me inability to keep up with her ever changing mind.
“Mr. O’Shire. Do you think he speaks any other languages? If he’s lied about where he’s from,
then perhaps there’s more to him. I stand by military theory. You should at least ask him to look
at the list. Until then, may we stop wasting time and attend to the work?” She handed me the
hundredth or so copy of the letter, though the translated words and phrases had been affixed.
I sank onto her bed in a huff. “You aren’t even the least bit curious about the possibility
that Mr. O’Shire lied about where he was from?”
Sarah hummed with the nib of her quill at her lips. “No.”
Grumbling, my eyes ran over the partial translations, rekindling the fire in my belly.
There was no time for distraction. I returned to the sentence I had been the most successful in
working through: Kyykäärme told me that you are intent on severing związek.
How frustrating it was to be barred from knowledge by two little words. I tried to
pronounce, “Związek,” over and over again. It didn’t make any more sense and I was teetering
on the edge of madness. Why would Maddie and Malcolm do this to me? Why would they hide
this bloody letter?
I stood at the window, looked down into the garden, pursed my lips, and let loose stifled
scream. “Half of a word’s meaning comes from its context, Elizabeth,” Sarah murmured from
her desk.
The context? I thought and held the letter close to my face. “What do you sever?” I asked
aloud. “What would someone capable of reading a jumbled mess such as this want to sever?” It
came on me in a rush. “Contact.” I snatched the quill from Sarah’s hand and added in the word.
“They wanted to sever contact, but someone informed whoever sent this letter.”
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“Now all you need to do is translate the other word and then we’ll have something we
can use,” Sarah said breathlessly.
“Kyykäärme,” I said. “What do you think?”
“I think I have plenty of work to do myself,” she said as she took back her quill. “But it
seems likely that it’s Dutch or Polish.”
Do I know anyone who speaks Dutch of Polish? I shook my head. “Kyykäärme,
Kyykäärme, Kyykäärme, Kyykäärme,” I chanted, wreaking my mind.
Sarah slammed her hands on top of her desk. I jumped. She stomped across the room, ran
her fingers along the books on her bedside table and began rummaging before taking down a
journal. “The word sounds familiar. Read this,” she said, shoving it into my hands. “And please,
for the love of God, be quiet.”
Properly chastened, I sat on the bed and poured over the pages. It was a collection of
animals, their etymologies, description, and where they could be found. It looked handwritten,
and while I wanted to ask Sarah if it was something she had collated herself, but her glare didn’t
invite conversation.
For what seemed like hours, my eyes read through each description, looking for anything
that might be helpful. What am I looking for? Why am I reading this? I asked myself when I was
more than halfway through the book. It seemed an exercise in futility.
But then there it was: “Vipera berus, European adder. Also known as cross adder,
huggorn, rästik, kyykäärme, angis.”
“It’s a snake?” I asked, pinning down the word with my finger. “The snake told me that
you are intent on severing contact.”
“Who’s the snake?” Sarah asked without looking over at me.
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I stared down at the words, trying to make sense of them. “It’s a name,” I whispered, eyes
widening. “Kyykäärme. It’s a name!” I jumped to my feet in glee. “It’s a name, Sarah, a bloody
name! Viper!”
She did not look nearly as enthused. “Well, who is the Viper, then?”
“I-I don’t know.” Whatever brief relief I might have felt was summarily crushed.
“Do you know anyone who might? What about that military friend of yours? Surely he
would know of someone called ‘the Viper.’ Don’t you think?”
After dinner, I wrote to Garrett to ask after the identity of any man who went by the
secret name. As I wrote it out myself, there was a shiver of dread that spread throughout my
body. Maybe he had been right all along, maybe I was dealing in things that were dangerous.
Surely Malcolm, who I could no longer doubt was the intended recipient of the letter, had his
reasons for wanting to sever contact with Cornwall and this Viper person.
The sound of scraping came from my window. My heart jumped and I laughed
breathlessly, choosing to ignore it. You’re a fool jumping at shadows, Elizabeth. Finish your
letter. Ask him about the Viper and put your mind to rest. There was another rustle. My head
perked up from the letter, heart beating in alarm. The fear of Mr. White returning to finish his
work rooted itself in the base of my skull. Everything looked different in shadows: sinister. Out
in the hall, a last door closed and everything was quiet aside from an occasional creak. A
sidelong glance at my fluttering candle showed that it was in danger of quitting.
Folding the letter, I sealed with a dollop of bulbous wax. When I blew out the candle, I
heard a cough. It took a moment for my mind to realize that the noise had not come from the
hall, but instead lingered outside of my window. Stomach flipping, I stood with hollow courage
and raced towards the curtains. Flooded with power, I rip them aside.
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I could not see the moon in full. A human form blocked it, the light silhouetting it
perfectly. I screamed until my voice cut into a brassy whining.
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Chapter 29
The figure moved and moonlight flowed inward. Footsteps were storming towards my room and
the door swung open. “Elizabeth, what’s wrong?” Marie cried. Then a clamor:
“Elizabeth?”
“Are you okay?”
Someone held me, smelling of midnight. Feeling out of my body, the dark arm that held
up seemed out of place, but I was thankful for it. “Miss Davenport?” the voice was calm,
endearing.
“There’s someone on the ledge,” I said, voice trembling.
Marie went to the window, tossing it all the way open fearlessly, hanging her rag tied hair
outside, looking back and forth. When she came in, she put her hands on her hips, aggression
pointed towards whomever was standing behind me. “Go on, everything is fine—off to bed!”
The look in her eyes was absolutely regal, leaving no room for argument. Footsteps scampered
into the hallway. “Goodness, they act as though no one’s ever had a nightmare,” Marie
commented in a clipped tone.
“It wasn’t a nightmare,” I snapped. “I saw what I saw.”
“You’re very tired, Miss Davenport. You’ve had a busy day,” Siobhan ventured.
“That has nothing to do with the fact that someone was out there,” I replied tightly. I gave
her a pinching look to serve reminder for our accosting.
“You could have some laudanum,” she replied, ignoring my statement.
“I don’t want the laudanum,” I grumbled. “I want to know who was outside my bloody
window!”
“Elizabeth!” Marie gasped. “There’s no need for such language. Will it make you feel
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better if I lock this window?”
“Obviously,” I said.
“Don’t be unpleasant,” Marie commanded in an unaffected tone, latching the mechanism.
“There now, no one will be coming in this way. Are you happy?”
“No, I’m not. Thank you, Siobhan,” I said, taking the cloth from her.
“Maybe it was a cat.”
“Then it was the largest cat in London. I couldn’t see outside, Marie.”
“It is nighttime.”
I was so frustrated that I felt as though I might scream again. “That’s not what I mean,
and you know it.”
She sighed. “It’s late, so I’m not entirely certain that I care about what you mean. We can
talk about it in the morning, if you like. Now, are you all right? Can I go to bed, or would you
prefer I stay?” Marie’s voice sounded both concerned and irritated in equal parts.
“No, no, go. Thank you for your concern.”
“Goodnight.” Marie flitted from the room as if nothing had happened.
Sitting with Ms. Siobhan, I sighed as my heart returned to a normal beat. Perhaps I had
been wrong, perhaps it had been a trick of the light. “I’m sorry I woke you.”
“I was just down the hall.” After making certain I was calm, Siobhan went about the
room to check both windows, took my basin, and blew out the candle. In the darkness, I
remembered my letter and asked her to send it immediately. She promised she would, whispered
goodnight, then was gone. I shivered in bed until I could no longer keep my eyes open.
*

*

*

There was a letter waiting for me at breakfast. Marie drummed her fingers against the fine blue
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seal, grinning. “It’s just arrived,” she said. My friends looked on with keen interest, their
breakfast untouched.
“Who’s it from?” I asked, knowing full well that they had already done as full an
inspection they could without actually opening it.
“There’s no name on it,” Virginia said. “Mistress Gardine’s maid said it was for you.”
Eyebrow raised, I took the letter from Katherine and turned it over to look at the seal.
Instead of finding a pressed seal, there was nothing but a blob of blue wax. It could only be from
Garrett, but I wondered why he didn’t bother to address it. My heart seemed to instinctively
know that whatever he had to say would bring no peace.
My dear one,
How frightened I was to receive your letter in the middle of the night. I was woken by one
of my subordinates telling me an Irish woman was at the guard house refusing to leave until I
came down to see her. You certainly know how to worry me.
After reading your letter, I knew of only one man who could help me. I won’t mention his
name here should this be found and you be thrown further into the trouble I fear you are already
in. I have known this man for the entirety of my time in the service, even in the Americas, and I
have never seen him fearful.
He told me the man you have asked after is known throughout our ranks as a ruthless
killer for a rival country that I will not mention here either. While no longer at the height of his
career, there can be no doubt that the even the mere mention of his name still carries terror in
the heart of all that hear it. During the War, more than one good Englishman lost his life to this
man. My friend told me that he met him once in a tavern outside of London. I tell you this now as
a caution.
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The man was tall, brown hair (though I’m sure it’s greyed by now), handsome, and had a
smile so sweet that he looked as though he’d never done an evil deed in his life. That’s how the
Devil comes to you, though, isn’t it? After a few hours of drinking, the man revealed that he was
sent to kill a high-ranking officer in our regiment. They were drunk and my friend thought it was
a joke; but the next morning, the officer was dead and that man was gone, never to be seen
again.
Should I even ask as to how you have learned this name? Should I assume that your
exploration into your little mystery has developed beyond garbled languages and an amusing
parlor game? Naturally. You have never done things in half measures.
Whatever you are doing, my dear, please stop. These are powers with which you have no
business meddling. And if you insist, please be more careful. I shudder to think what a letter like
this would mean in the wrong hands. In fact, let us not discuss the matter until we see one
another. The information has become too dangerous.
All my love,
G.
“Well?” Marie asked, leaning across the table.
My hands were shaking. Seeming to sense my fear, they moved to give me space. And
they waited for me to speak. And waited. A maid poured the tea, left, and still they waited.
Meanwhile, my mind raced. A killer? Why would Malcolm know a killer? I couldn’t help but
obsess over the letter’s implications: Malcolm, Cornwall, and the Viper were allies. What a
difficult thing to accept. Where did it leave me?
Without another word, I handed Sarah the letter. She read it and nodded succinctly. “Just
as I thought,” she said. “Elizabeth’s soldier friend suggests that the Viper is a killer.”
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I wanted to be sick, and I would carry the feeling around until I could get my hands on
Garrett and the truth of the matter.
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Chapter 30
West End, London
For days I was absorbed by anxiety, waiting for a letter from one of my friends and further
translation, but our progress was stalled by languages we couldn’t identify. Frustrated, I was
short-tempered and foul with my friends. Even my patience with Sarah and her inability to care
for herself while entrenched with her projects had run thin. I could no longer tolerate idle chatter
about dresses. When it was time for me to leave to Geoffrey’s for a few days, there was no doubt
they were happy to see me go.
The night of Evans’ fifteenth birthday party, I stood flanked by his older twin sisters. It
seemed I would never get a private moment with any of my friends before the week’s end. They
giggled over every handsome guest and whispered about ladies they did not like. It was
infuriating.
Three times I caught Geoffrey’s eyes and gave him a pitiful glance.
Three times I was shown no mercy.
Whenever approached, the twins brandished their fans and declined any offer for a dance,
leaving no room for even a brief dancing reprieve with an unknown gentleman. Just when I
thought there would be no end to purgatory, Garrett attracted my attention from across the room
and gave a quick wave. Thank God, I thought.
“If you’ll excuse me for a moment, ladies.” I walked away quickly so I did not have the
chance to gauge their reactions.
Outside, my lungs were filled with sweet nighttime air. A bush called my name. This did
not surprise me. I stepped through the foliage and found Garrett and Geoffrey waiting for me
with smiles and a bottle of amber liquid. “Hello, darling,” Garrett said, offering me his arm.
When I took it, I was ushered to a shadowed part of the Clarke garden. “We’re sorry to leave you
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to the twins. Business to attend to with all these soldiers here: bets to lay, debts to collect, that
sort of thing.”
“And you?” I quirked an accusatory brow at my green-eyed friend.
He batted long lashes. “You know how I can be with so many pretty faces.”
I rolled my eyes.
“Would you like to sit?” Geoffrey asked as he himself sank down onto a bench. I settled
into his side, making sure to edge my elbow into his ribs first.
Garrett offered me the bottle. “What is it?” I asked.
“Some rather wretched bourbon,” he said with a frown. “Shall we talk about your letter?
Geoffrey assures me that you are hell-bent on ignoring my advice.”
“Naturally,” I replied, taking a deep swig of the wretched liquor. “Do you have anything
else for me? Your letter wasn’t forthcoming."
My blonde friend gave me a terrible scowl. “I’m not entirely sure I should tell you
anything else. I promise that it is in your best interest. You weren’t there, Elizabeth, you don’t
know how dangerous the man is.”
“I want to know, Garrett,” I said.
He scoffed and crossed his arms. “What more do you need? I tell you that the man
mentioned in that letter is a known killer, and still you want more? I tell you that my superior
fears this man, and still you want more?”
Geoffrey shifted as the sounds of night birds filled in the silence looming between me
and my golden-haired friend.
My hands twisted into tight fists. “This is all I have left, Garrett. So you either tell me
what I want to know, or you keep your fat nose out of it entirely.”
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“Don’t be a fool.”
Suddenly I was on my feet. How I detested being talked down to like that. “This letter
has consumed me, heart and soul. Do you know what it’s like to have something weigh on you
so heavily?” His lips were pressed together in a fine line. “No, of course not. Have you ever been
passionate about anything other than whores and gambling?”
Garrett flushed.
For the first time in my life, I stomped away from my friends without a shred of regret. I
detested being protected. Protection meant that the people were lying to me, that I was weak. I
refused to accept that a moment longer. Full of self-righteous anger, I stomped blindly into the
garden. When I finally came to my senses, I became aware of the sound of male laughter. In the
clearing, I saw a group of four uniformed soldiers, their fingers curling with smoke. Merde, I
thought.
The tallest man in the group spotted me first. “Good evening, my lady. It’s too beautiful a
night for such a lovely lark to be out here all alone.”
“And it is too dark for you to be a judge of beauty, sir,” I said, hoping that it would be
enough for them to humor my scandalously unescorted state.
“Any lady in the moonlight is beautiful. Undoubtedly awaiting a paramour,” the man
said, a captain from the looks of it, approached with an extended hand. I could smell whiskey
without trying.
Perfect. Drunk soldiers. Play along, I reminded myself. “The gentleman is a poet, though
there is no paramour for me this evening.”
“A travesty easily remedied,” another said. I could practically hear his wolfish jaws snap
together as though I were a morsel.
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“I assure you, no,” I said. “I was taking the air. Parties can be stifling; don’t you agree?”
The men made room for me in their circle. “I’ve had such a wretched evening. Would you be
good enough to let me have some of your whiskey?”
The captain chuckled as he reached into his jacket for a flask. “A lady who enjoys a
drink? A rare treasure.”
I took a sip, resolving not to cough. “What brings you out into the garden, sirs?”
“Parties are tedious,” another man said. I passed him the flask. “Sneaking off for a
moment of proper drink and a cheroot is the best way to survive.”
The other men laughed and looked at ease. A brilliant thought struck me: Who would
know more about killers than soldiers?
“Sirs,” I started, “would you say you are well-acquainted with most of the servicemen in
London?”
One of them ground out a cheroot with his boot. “That would be a safe assumption.”
I smiled flirtatiously. “How wonderful. Perhaps you can help me, then.”
“Ah, I see,” the captain drawled with a patronizing smile. “Has one of our brothers-inarms caught your heart?”
The perfect chance. “In a way. I must confess that I don’t know much about him.” I
exaggerated my wide eyes, feigning realization. “Perhaps intelligent men such as yourselves
would be able to help.” My heart was racing with the possibility.
They all puffed out their chests. “We live to serve,” the captain said. “Tell us, lady, what
is the lucky bastard’s name?”
“That’s just it…” I said, reaching for the whiskey again. Pique their interest. Be clever.
“The only name I know him by…”I giggled. “Oh, this is silly.”
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“Not at all, my sweet.” The captain hiccupped and pardoned himself. “There’s nothing
silly about love.”
“Oh how relieved I am to hear you say that.” I held a hand to my heart. “The man I am
looking for goes by the name of, and forgive me if you know nothing of him, the Viper.”
Whatever good humor existed beforehand was consumed by suspicion. All of the soldiers
held a glimmer of recognition.
“How do you know that name, my lady?” the captain asked, taking a step closer. Before I
could reply, he said, “Because any respectable young woman wouldn’t know anything about
such a man unless she wasn’t as innocent as her face suggested.”
“Pardon?” Uneasiness stirred in me. “Whatever are you talking about?”
“I haven’t heard that name in a long time,” the captain said, stepping closer. “And the last
man who spoke it?” Another step. “Died before my eyes. Felled by the Viper.”
The group seemed to move in around me. “I’m afraid there must be some mistake. I’m
sorry, but I have no idea what you are talking about.”
“Perhaps we should discuss this elsewhere,” one the soldiers said, a threat.
I knew what happened to people seen as traitors. I was no fool. I was in trouble. “Pardon
me, sirs, I’m afraid I must return. I’ve been gone too long already.” I noted the opening through
the hedge.
“If no one’s come to look for you by now, what’s the harm in a few more minutes of
pleasant company?” the tallest soldier asked, his face drawn down into a terrifying frown. “No
one speaks of that man unless they know him.”
I crossed my arms, hoping that they would defend me. “If I did, do you think I would ask
such questions of strangers? I have done nothing more than ask a question.” There was no
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keeping the sarcasm from my lips.
“There’s no need for these games, miss. Why don’t you tell us how it is you know him,
miss?” the captain asked, hand on the hilt of his sword.
I forced myself to chuckle, the sound wavering in my own ears. “While I do admire your
charms, sirs, I really have been gone too long.” I found my path blocked. Dart right, then left,
then through the hedges. My legs tensed in preparation for flight.
The tall man opened his mouth to speak but was interrupted by someone saying:
“Louisa!”
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Chapter 31
We turned to watch another tall fellow come through the brush; his dark mustache was quirked
upwards in irritation. “Louisa,” he said again. “What in God’s good name do you think you are
doing out here?” He seemed out of breath despite obvious fitness, as though pretending. “Oh,
thank you, gentlemen, for finding my baby sister! We’ve been beside ourselves with worry.”
All four of them took a step away from me. “Your sister, sir?” their leader asked.
“Oh yes,” the man said as he placed two protective hands on my shoulders. “Please
forgive her.” He leaned into whisper, “A dear friend of hers has just married the man our dear
Louisa loved. I thought a night amongst friends and family would cheer her spirits, but I believe
I was mistaken. Come, sister,” he said, drawing me into half of a brotherly embrace.
“Of course…” I tried to decide who was the lesser of two evils. “Thank you, brother.”
And just when I thought I was free, the captain asked, “I’m afraid I do not recognize you,
sir. What is your name?”
“I should hope my reputation has not yet caught up with me. I’ve just returned from the
Continent.” The dark-haired man’s protective arm left me as he bowed. “John Thrush, a pleasure
to make your acquaintance.”
All of the soldiers looked at one another. I feared that the Samaritan had done more harm
than good. We were surely both moments from being arrested for treason. “Thrush?” the captain
said, eyes narrowing. “I can’t say I know the name.”
“Well, if you’re an enjoyer of pipe tobacco, you certainly know the Thrush family.
We’ve a shop along the Thames,” the man said. “Surely you must know it. Beside the butcher’s?
It has a red door.” Recognition seemed to alight in the eyes of all the soldiers at once. I stole a
glance at my rescuer. I had spent my life walking along the Thames and knew for certain that
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there wasn’t, and had never been, a tobacco shop.
“I know the place,” the tallest soldier said. “Always a good selection of pipes.”
“That’s us,” the man said. “You must come tomorrow and allow me to give you a bit of
snuff to thank you for keeping my sister such fine company.”
The soldiers murmured their appreciation, but their captain did not look entirely
convinced. “Your sister knows some interesting people, sir,” he said gravely.
“Nature of the business,” the man said cheerfully. “Everyone smokes.”
“The individual in question doesn’t make himself often known,” the captain said. He took
another step towards me.
The man shrugged, drawing me into his side. I tensed for a moment but relented. One
man versus a group of soldiers was the lesser of two evils.
“Everyone smokes, sir,” the man said with a charming grin. Tension crackled. “Well, I’m
afraid we really must be going or our mother will have our heads. Thank you again, gentlemen.
We bid you goodnight. Come, Louisa.” He placed his free hand on the small of my back,
propelling me out of the garden towards the party.
Deciding the danger had passed and the alleged Mr. Thrush would likely not hurt me, I
asked, “Do I call you hero or scoundrel?”
His face was impassive. “I’d rather you not throw me into their ranks.”
“You think quickly on your feet,” I observed.
“Anytime a lady is in need, I consider such a thing a duty.”
I fought the urge to roll my eyes at the little game. “Your effort is much appreciated. I’m
sure it would do me no good to ask after your intentions.”
“You would be correct. Would you like to tell me what a lady is doing alone in a garden
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at a party?” he asked. His tone was idle, almost conversational. If I wasn’t careful, I would be
tempted to think him a friend.
I bit the inside of my cheek as a reminder. “I would not.”
He sighed. “Very well, keep your secrets. I suppose it’s none of my business.”
Certainly not, I thought. “I appreciate your tact, sir. At any rate, may I thank you
properly, Mr…?” We both knew he was lying.
“Oh, I think it better if real names do not enter the picture.” He grinned and halted our
journey at the foot of the garden stairs. In the veranda’s candlelight, I could appreciate the slight
familiarity in the man’s cheekbones. “There is safety in anonymity, don’t you think?”
I smiled for the first time all evening. “Then I thank you, John Thrush.”
“You’re quite welcome, my dear Louisa. Shall I escort you back to your party?”
The thought of such a disaster turned my stomach. Questions and accusations from both
Garrett and Geoffrey? How wretched. “No, I’m afraid it would only raise more questions than
I’d prefer to answer.”
“Then I leave you here.” The man lifted my knuckles up to his lips, kissing the air above
them. “I would say, however, that it is not becoming for a lady to be alone in a garden; but I
don’t think you would heed such advice.” He gave me a wicked grin.
Unwilling to be charmed, I said, “I don’t often take advice from strangers.”
When we stood at the edge of the ballroom, he released me. “Consider it a suggestion,
then, my lady.”
“Very well,” I said, lingering on his eyes. “Good evening, Mr. Thrush.”
He bowed and disappeared back into the party. I lost sight of him. I stared after his path,
trying to find the black hair again, but at last pushed myself to find Garrett. He invited me to
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dance with a dour expression. While we were mad at one another, there was no doubt of our
affection. As we turned onto the dancefloor, he told me, “I daresay you owe me more favors than
you could ever repay. Clarke’s sisters are shrews.”
When I did not laugh, he said, “I’m sorry.”
“I am, too,” I replied. “I wish I could make you understand how important solving this
mystery is to me.”
“I do understand, Elizabeth,” he said. “And I am interested in more than just women and
cards. You, for instance, I happen to take a good deal of interest in your safety and happiness.”
As he spun me, his face fell into a heavy frown. “Why wouldn’t you just listen to me?”
“Have I ever listened to you?” I asked, trying for levity. I knew that his look of
displeasure was drawing attention.
He was unmoved. “Elizabeth, do you have any idea that you might be in danger? Are you
a complete fool?” I blushed. “What else do you want to know? That the Viper cut out the tongue
from every soldier he killed? That he sent the desecrated bodies to their mothers?”
My step faltered. He took the chance to sweep me to the side of the room from the prying
eyes of the party. His fingers were biting into my arm. For the first time in my life, I felt a shiver
of fear for my friend. “So tell me,” he whispered harshly. “How in God’s name did Malcolm
know such a demon?” He studied my face. Despite our seclusion, people were beginning to look.
We were on the cusp of being tomorrow’s gossip.
“I don’t know, Garrett!” I snapped. “Don’t you think that’s why I’m trying so bloody
hard to solve this? Malcolm wasn’t who he said he was. Isn’t that abundantly clear?” I clutched
his arm, tears stinging my eyes. “The more I learn, the clearer it becomes. They were liars and I
want to know why.”
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Garrett tugged me behind a pillar to protect my reputation. I would hate to be known as
the girl who cried at parties. “What would answers do, Elizabeth?” he whispered close to my ear.
“What can the truth tell you?” The urge to hit him sang strong in my hand. “They’ll still be
dead.”
I forced down the urge, resolving to control the rage. “You’re wrong,” I said.
Holding my cheek, he asked, “And does that make you better?”
“No.”
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Chapter 32
City of Westminster, London
The week that came after was full of mounting frustrations. We couldn’t find anyone to help us
with the remainder of the letter. Neither Garrett nor Geoffrey had written to me since the party. I
was expected to listen the inanities of classes and conversation. On Sunday, I sighed with relief
for the chance to leave school for a few hours.
When Siobhan opened the salon door, I was surprised to find Mr. O’Shire looking out of
sorts. His outfit was askew and the usual tiredness that lurked under his eyes was now more
oppressive, like a blanket smothering a fire. “So good to see you, Miss Davenport,” he said, a bit
breathless. “I must confess I missed your company last week.”
“I was attending a friend’s birthday party,” I replied.
“How wonderful for you,” he said then cleared his throat. “I love parties. You always
meet the most interesting people. Wouldn’t you agree?”
I thought of the soldiers with a flutter of fear and indignation. “Perhaps.” I considered
him, observing the eyes and stubble. “Are you certain you should go to service today, Mr.
O’Shire? You seem very tired.”
His eyes were bright and he spoke quickly, “Not at all. Though, if Ms. Lowry would be
so kind as to get me a hot cup of tea, I would be forever in her debt.”
Siobhan must have seen something in Mr. O’Shire’s face, because she left the room
without so much as a “but.” The red-headed Irishman followed her, closing the doors as soon as
she had gone with such speed that I scarcely saw him do it. Task done, he crossed back to me
with hot, steady fingertips against my face. Stunned into silence, I could only watch as he
scrutinized me.
“You were accosted,” he said in a shushed tone.
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Jerking backwards, it was my turn to scrutinize him. “How do you know about that?”
Whatever concern he displayed was quickly clouded by a blank expression. His words
were measured, “Soldiers talk about young, beautiful French sympathizers.”
“And what does an Irish scholar know what soldiers talk about?” I asked with crossed
arms. How tired I was of Mr. O’Shire’s own mystery.
“Soldiers drink,” he said. “And talk too loudly in places they don’t belong.”
Unsatisfied, I said, “I didn’t tell them my name. So surely they would have spoken of the
Thrushes, not of Elizabeth Davenport.” The slight shift of his lips told me that they had done just
that. “I’ll ask once more, and I’ll insist on the truth: How did you know I was met with soldiers
while I was away?”
The blank expression remained and a tingling sensation crept into the base of my skull.
He stood with his hands at his sides, silent.
“Who are you?” I asked at last.
He glanced towards the door. Footsteps were approaching. “Someone who intends only
on keeping you safe. You must trust me.”
“Must I?” I asked.
Mr. O’Shire pierced me with a fierce expression as he took a step back. “When trouble
follows you as it does, it would be wise.”
The door opened as I fought my rushing breath. Siobhan held a trembling teacup and
saucer. “Here you are, sir.”
A smile as bright as morning returned to his face, like nothing had happened. He was a
transient creature capable of transforming into the moment’s needs. In a way, it was horrifying.
“You are an incomparable blessing, Ms. Lowry.” Despite the steam, he drank the tea in one gulp.
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“Come. We shall be late.”
He walked from the room with Siobhan on his heels. I stood poised to follow, but found
myself uncertain. He’s a liar who thinks I should trust him, I thought. But he knows something
about me he’s not saying. I decided the information was worth the pursuit.
From the corner of my eye I watched Mr. O’Shire as we walked up the street. His
attention seemed seized by every person who walked past–his shoulders were squared, his
posture tensed. It was as though he expected sword brandishing highwaymen in the middle of the
street. Perhaps it was possible.
Once under the protective roof of the chapel, I knelt in front of the flames.
My mind drifted from him back and forth between the ever-present mysteries of
Malcolm’s letter and Mr. O’Shire’s identity. My skin itched at the thought of untranslated
columns and the notion of secrets. Perhaps there is a way to solve both? I wondered, eyes
fluttering open to look over at my companion in his prayers.
“Sir, what languages would you say you were fluent in?” I asked suddenly.
“Pardon?”
I clucked my tongue. “Languages, sir. Which do you speak?”
“English, for the most part.” He chuckled. “Though I suppose I know as much Latin as
any schoolboy.”
My voice fell into a whisper as I heard the stern steps of a priest pass us: “Is that it?”
“A bit here and there…” he said. “Why?”
Seizing the opportunity, I dipped into my dress pocket and retrieved a copy of the letter,
one that hadn’t been as creased and noted as the original. “Would you happen to know any of
these words? I’m afraid I couldn’t tell you the language.”
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He read the whole thing over. The light from the prayer candles flowed over our hands in
comforting orange hues despite the tension I felt deep in my belly. After a moment: “Whose is
this?” he asked in a tone I interpreted as accusatory.
I prickled. “I found it in my guardians’ things. It’s mine.”
“Do you know who sent it?”
If I did, I wouldn’t be asking you to look at the bloody thing. I gathered my civility and
said, “Of course not.”
He leaned in closer, the small sliver of light between our shadows disappearing. “I do not
make it a habit to pry into a lady’s business, but I must express some concern.”
Gooseflesh bubbled up against my arms. “Why is that?” I asked, wishing that his
presence didn’t affect me as much as it did. There are more important things at hand, Elizabeth.
He held the letter out in front of us. “You see these here?” He pointed to a handful of
words in quick succession. “They’re Gaelic. Well, Scotch Gaelic, which is different than what
my countrymen speak. I imagine my guesses hold water.”
My heart raced with possibility. “Do you know what they say?”
“I believe so. See, this one here, teaglach, means family. And that’s...safe, if I’m not
mistaken. And her.” He hummed as he brought the paper closer to his eyes. “Caidreabach is a
bit different, but I’m sure it means something like friend…perhaps more like ally, someone to
keep you from harm.”
This is wonderful. I can’t wait to tell the others. “Anything else?” I asked.
“Well, yes. You see this word here, bhàis?”
“Mhm?”
His lips were near my ear as he whispered, “It means death.” My face paled. “What have
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you gotten yourself into, Miss Davenport?”
I didn’t answer. Instead, I stood and exited the church as quickly as my feet could carry
me. Mr. O’Shire and Siobhan were in close pursuit, but I ignored them.
*

*

*

The letter’s mystery was decoded at midnight, as the best mysteries are. With Mr. O’Shire’s
translations at last entered, we all crowded around the desk. I set aside the quill. It was written in
seventeen languages. It had taken us weeks of tireless obsession. In my darkest moments, I
doubted our abilities to complete it. And yet there it was, finished:
Glasgow,
It is with a heavy heart I tell you: our leader has succumbed. Difficult to determine the
mode of death, but poison has not been ruled out. In these uncertain times, we should have been
more careful, especially after Her young lord. We have failed, but you must both be vigilant. The
young Mademoiselle is the last bit of family She has left. We want to bring her home. She’ll be
safe here with us. And so will you.
Of course, you will not believe me when I tell you. Something must be done. The state of
affairs here is tumultuous, and the world is full of enemies, creatures lurking in the dark. The
Viper told me that you are intent on severing contact. I beg you reconsider. It is too dangerous
for either of you to be out on your own without an ally to name. The world is changing. Our men
may not have found you yet, for which I commend you, but you cannot hide forever.
With the death of our family, how can there be any doubt that you are in danger? There
is something coming, G. If you truly wish to leave us, I beg you be safe.
Cornwall
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Chapter 33
Hampshire, England
The latches on my chest clacked, the sound doing nothing to detract from Marie’s glare. “I didn’t
ask her to not invite you,” I said without looking up.
“But why just you?” she huffed.
I knew why. Sarah was the most comfortable with me out of any of us. She liked me
best. “I don’t know,” I said instead. “But it is her birthday and she’s allowed to have what she
likes. Be kind to her. You know how private she can be.” It was, of course, more than that. Sarah
was unusual. She dedicated her time to mathematics and philosophy as opposed to gossip and
embroidery patterns. In fact, days before our trip, she asked Katherine for a bit of decorated cloth
to show her parents as though it was her own.
“You know better than anyone how dearly I love a party.” Marie collapsed on my bed in
a dramatic, insulted heap.
I went to my wardrobe and slipped on my travelling cloak. “I promise I’ll tell you all
about it when I get back.”
The word “Delightful” was buried underneath her arm as it rested across her face.
“I really must go get Sarah.” I gestured towards the door.
Her mood dissipated completely as she came to her feet. “Yes, yes. I suppose you’ll be
lucky if she’s packed.”
I cast my gaze towards Heaven. She was right. “I’ll see if I can convince her brother to
have their parents hire a maid.”
“I don’t envy you the task,” Marie said as we walked out of my bedroom. “Nevertheless,
I wish you safe journey.” She affixed a kiss to my cheek. “We’ll see you Sunday, then?”
“Possibly late,” I said. “Are you going to write your brother about the Viper?” I worried
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about including more soldiers into the mix, but the information was invaluable.
“Absolutely.” We parted ways. I took the stairs up to Sarah’s room. I knocked twice to no
answer, then entered anyway. My friend sat in the middle of her room in nothing but a shift, legs
pulled to her chest as she scribbled in a journal.
“Sarah?” I asked as I approached, mindful of the small well of ink near my feet.
“Hello, Elizabeth,” she greeted, unperturbed as she continued to write.
I sighed. At least it appeared as though she had packed her things. “Your brother will be
here soon.”
“Just let me finish this sentence,” she said. Readied with haste, we headed downstairs to
meet her twin.
Sarah was speaking before her brother finished handing her up into the carriage. “Did
you receive my notes on that peregrine? I thought we might use the features for Alistair’s
project. Maybe some of the feathering?”
“Yes, dear,” Andrew said as he helped me up the step. “Please forgive my sister,
Elizabeth. Travel upsets her.”
“It does not,” she replied while plopping to the other side of the carriage. “Do you think
we could stop at that inn I like? The one with the pheasant?”
“We always do,” Andrew said as he followed after and sat across from us.
“Good.” Sarah drew up her legs and her brother tactfully looked out the window as she
crossed her ankles. I had never known someone so unconventional, so unconcerned with
propriety. “Do you have your journal with you?” she asked as the door closed and the driver
climbed up to his seat.
As she said it, he was already handing her a slim black volume. She flipped to a clean
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page and began sketching. “She’ll be like that until we stop, keeps her from getting sick,”
Andrew said and his sister did not respond. He gave me a smile, a thing I looked at briefly as the
carriage jolted forward and it was necessary for me to look out the window. “She’s quite fond of
you, Elizabeth. I daresay only Alistair has ever gotten such affection from her.”
I glanced towards my friend. It did not strike me as appropriate to speak of Sarah as
though she were not there. “Your sister…is very easy to love.”
“That is comforting to hear.” He smiled with gentleness, reminding me how pleasant a
person he was. “Now tell me, what do you know about this Viper person my sister’s been writing
to me about?”
“Has she shown you the whole thing? The letter, I mean,” I said.
“Yes, a fresh copy yesterday morning. I must say, it is an interesting life you lead.”
I frowned and clasped my hands in my lap. “I’d rather not have an ‘interesting’ life,
Andrew. The Viper, though, I think it would be wise to say that he is a soldier, and a trained
killer.”
Unruffled, Andrew said, “Any idea on how to make contact?”
“Who’s to say he’s even alive?” Sarah interjected from her brother’s journal. “It would
make sense to me if a man who makes his money killing other people wouldn’t live to old age.”
“And if that’s the case?” Andrew asked. “What will you do, then?”
I looked out the window with a crease between my brows. “I don’t know; but, I’ll figure
something out.” There wasn’t another option; but, his question haunted me well through our
arrival, dinner, and, eventually, sleep.
*

*

*

Life at the Connor estate did not start early. At half past seven, I had been washed, dressed, and

164
coiffed and still no one had retrieved me for breakfast. Impatient, I headed downstairs after being
directed to the family library.
I shivered when I crossed the threshold, pleased to find the door already open. As though
in a dream, I walked towards a wide window where I rested my palm, fingertips lightly hovering
above the cool surface. Too enraptured to bother with books, I closed my eyes and allowed
myself the chance to breathe. So many exhausting weeks since Maddie and Malcolm. And then
the whirlwind of letters and violence and mysterious figures. My soul was harrowed.
An amused voice crashed in on my solitude: “Bonjour.”
I jumped. There were three rows of packed shelves and no source of the voice in sight.
“Bonjour?” I replied.
Somewhere beyond the book spines, a woman chuckled. “I am here.”
Hand trembling, I smoothed my dress before taking a few tentative steps around the
corner. Seated in a high back chair was a handsome woman in the richest of black fabric, sleeves
tight and the neckline high. And while her hair was a perfectly pinned mahogany mass with just
the faintest hint of grey at her crown, it was a pair of fierce sherry brown eyes that bore a
thousand years in each of them. Her face was carved into decades: a deep crevice in the middle
of her eyes spoke of war; the lines of her mouth cried out injustice; the deep purple under her
eyes whispered a lack of peace. Despite this wizened state, it was her posture that made me
curtsy. She sat like a queen.
The woman’s gaze cut me to the quick. I trembled in her presence. “A lovely morning for
reading, non?” she asked, closing a gloved forefinger in the book in her lap.
There was an intensity about the woman that made me squirm. Don’t be rude, I snapped
to myself. “Oui, madame. Very lovely, indeed.”
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She sniffed, a sound almost akin to a laugh. “I am not used to houses being so quiet so
late in the day,” she said. Her voice was smooth and dark, like a lullaby.
“Nor am I,” I replied. At once I remembered myself with a smile: “Pardon. Je m’appelle
Elizabeth Davenport. Et vous?”
She put the book to the side and resettled her skirts. “You may call me Henriette.”
“A pleasure,” I said.
Henriette effortlessly pushed herself to one side of the divan. “Come, Elizabeth, sit with
me. I have been waiting for decent company, and you seem a smart enough girl.”
Obedient as a child, I came to her side and was immediately awash in the scent of citron.
I mimicked her posture, naked hands folded in the black fabric of my uniform. “How do you
know the Connors, madame?” I asked, unsure of what else to say.
She hummed and patted my hand. “The master of the house is a peculiar man, but he is
one of the brightest individuals I have ever met. We met in Cherbourg a few summers ago. He
was kind enough to sit with an old woman and watch the sun set. He had very interesting views
on the French. And when I met his wife, la,” she flicked her hand through the air, “I was
charmed completely.”
“Mrs. Connor seems a very nice woman, indeed,” I said.
“Then you do not know the family?” she asked.
“I am a friend of their daughter.”
She hummed again, almost as though she was considering something at the back of her
throat. “She is much like her father, non?”
Again I bristled at her implication. “I must say that Miss Connor is the brightest person I
have ever met.” I made myself bite my tongue. There’s no sense in being rude. “She is shy,” I
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said, ready to change the subject. “Have you come for their birthday?”
Henriette gave a measured nod, like it was more practiced than natural. “When I travel, I
rarely miss the opportunity to visit friends. Perhaps I can have your opinion on the matter,” she
said, leaning towards my ear as if to share a secret. “I have on good authority that both of the
children enjoy their education, particularly your Miss Connor. Her mother seems very distressed
by this, but I am greatly joyed when children disappoint their parents.” She chuckled a bit at
some unknown humor. “I had hoped to gift the children something that would bring them
pleasure, so I discussed the subject with a dear friend of mine, de Lavoisier.” I did not know the
man beyond the wistful sighs of Sarah’s when discussing new papers about gunpowder. “And it
was he who told me that no good scientist can be without a distillery. I hope they do not already
have one.”
This made me smile. “It is difficult to say, but I’m sure they will put such a thoughtful
gift to good use.”
She made sound of contentment before a long stretch of silence lay in front of us. It was
not uncomfortable. “Elizabeth,” Henriette said at last.
“Oui, madame?”
“When you came in,” she began quietly, “you looked so…surprised by something. What
was it, mon amie?”
I blushed, having already forgotten that she had caught me in a moment of vulnerability.
“Oh nothing, madame. I was simply enjoying the sunshine.”
“I have never seen such a sadness in such a young person,” she replied as though I had
not spoken. “It is a burden to you?”
My face grew even hotter. Who was she to ask such an intimate question? “You must
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pardon my manners, madame, but it seems too early in the day for such a conversation.”
“It is a travesty to say that sadness and evil do not always wait for the night to rear their
heads,” she whispered, her voice flat. “I can only hope, mon amie, that you do not have the
misfortune of facing such enemies alone.”
As though waiting for this moment, Sarah appeared in the doorway of the library,
suitably disheveled and out of breath. “Elizabeth?” she called.
“Here,” I said, already standing. The brief interlude weighed down around everything,
and I was amazed that I did not snap in two.
Sarah spotted me and came closer, her step faltering when she saw that I was not alone.
“Bonjour, madame,” she said in heinously imperfect French, dropping into a wobbly curtsy. It
was one of the only times I had seen her follow social mores.
“Bonjour, Mlle Connor,” Henriette said pleasantly as though our conversation had never
occurred. “I understand that it is your birthday today.”
“And my brother’s,” she replied.
“Are you excited for your party?”
Without faltering, Sarah said, “No, madame. I do not like parties.”
The older woman gave a sharp laugh of surprise that devolved into hearty chuckles that
sounded genuine, like she had not expressed such a sound in years. “Rarely do I meet someone
who speaks their mind. You must never lose such a thing, mon amie.”
“Yes, madame,” Sarah said as she swayed side to side to indicate her impatience.
“Are you ready for breakfast?” I asked.
She wrinkled her nose and squeezed her blue eyes shut. “Absolutely not. I’ve come to
take you to my barn.”
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Barn? “Is that so?” I asked.
“Yes,” she said, coming to take my hand and began dragging me towards the exit. “I
suppose we will see you at the next meal, madame. Or we won’t,” she said matter-of-factly. I
once again envied her freedom to do as she wished. “Either way, please enjoy the library.”
And before I had the opportunity to protest, scold, or even bid Henriette farewell, Sarah
pulled me into the hall and out into the unflinching light of day. Even as we went, I turned my
head back towards the house and hoped to see the woman again.
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Chapter 34
A strong autumn breeze tousled my hair and brought on a violent shiver within me. To distract
myself, I asked, “Who was that woman?”
Sarah looked towards me, trusting my steps more than her own despite the fact that I did
not know where we were going. “Mme Henriette? My father met her a few years ago. He likes
her very much. She speaks her mind.” I could feel that clear dark blue gaze etching questions
into my cheek. “What were you doing with her?”
“A little conversation before breakfast, I suppose. She surprised me.”
“Oh,” she stated and swung her head forward again, disinterested. “I thought you might
have known one another. She seemed quite fond of you. Over this way,” she said, then turned
onto a path that looked as though it had been trodden by horses time and time again, to the point
that grass had given up on growing.
As the woods grew denser and the sunshine more obscured by branches and twigs, I
found myself uneasy. Perhaps it was the fact that I did not often find myself in the woods, and
that the cloistering sensation of being swallowed whole by nature was discomforting. “Where is
it we’re going?” I asked as the tip of a twig swiped my cheek.
“My brother and I have a little place we like to go to work on our projects, away from
Mother so they don’t…upset her.” Sarah grunted. “She doesn’t care for the fact that I do not
spend my time reading novels and sewing patterns.” Her voice then shifted to a dreamier quality:
“Our father gave it to us.”
We stepped into a clearing, and I saw a barn in the distance. “Is that it?” I asked, finding
the almost impoverished state of the siding and roof off-putting.
Sarah replied to my unspoken concern, “You needn’t worry; it’s perfectly sound.” She

170
released my arm and started forward on her own. “Come along.” The barn itself had a wide door
taller than three man stacked atop one another. I wondered how she imagined us opening it. It
was at this moment that Sarah put her hand squarely in the middle of the door, pushed down,
and, to my amazement, out sprang a handle. She pulled it outward and swung open a previously
unseen passage. Sarah disappeared. “Be sure to shut the door behind you.”
Inside was darkness pushed back by brave rays of light creaking themselves through
cracks in the walls and ceiling. Even in the dark I could sense the cavernous state of the barn. A
smell like sheep’s wool and hot oil mixed together for a scent of life and decay. “Excuse me
while I light some fires,” Sarah said. Her darkened form went to the side of the room where the
sound of a lucifer being struck echoed.
From Sarah’s hand burst a ball of flame that travelled from wick to wick of a candelabra
caked in layers of wax. “I’ve been thinking about the letter,” she said.
I shut the door and leaned against the wood. “As if you thought about anything else.”
Light came to the barn and I gasped. The walls were lined with books. In the center of the room
where the floor dipped into a sort of pit, there was an enormous circular table that housed maps,
loose sheets of paper, bits of charcoal, and candle nubs. In the corner, a large stuffed bear.
“That’s Alistair’s. A gift from an Austrian friend of his. He enjoys collecting creatures.”
I could smell smoke and turned to see Sarah coaxing the fire to life. “I’ll make some tea. In the
meantime,” she grunted as she heaved a cast iron pot over the flames, “I must confess that I think
there is something special about you, Elizabeth.”
I laughed uneasily and blushed. “What do you mean?”
She scoffed and shook out a towel. “Don’t be obtuse. Your Maddie and Malcolm were
obviously keeping you from someone. Why bother with that unless you were important to
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someone with power?”
Why part of me wanted to deny that my guardians would only keep me if I bore some
importance, I was not certain I could disagree. There were too many facts pointing to the
contrary. “I don’t know what to do,” I said.
“Well that’s neither here nor there. If someone’s still looking for you, I imagine they’ll
find you soon. No one left to hide you,” she murmured over tea leaves. I shivered.
Sarah took a ladle and poured three dripping cups into an iron pot, leaning to light the
stove. When she handed me my cup she asked, “Do you love Patrick O’Shire?”
“What?” I squeaked.
She shrugged. “Isn’t this what friends talk about? Don’t they talk about love and
paramours?”
No one asked me about these things so directly, not even Marie. “Well…what about you?
Do you love anyone?”
Sincerity overtook Sarah. “I don’t love anyone. I mean, of course I love my brother and I
love my mother and I’m rather fond of my father and…” a crease appeared between her
eyebrows, “I’m rather fond of my friend Alistair. And you.”
“That’s not what I mean.”
Sarah seemed increasingly irritated. “I think I love nature and philosophy the way people
love each other.” Her voice dipped into a whisper. “You must think me very odd.”
I embraced her. “It doesn’t matter to me if you prefer science to boys and parties.”
“And it’s all right if I grow up to be a spinster?” she mumbled into my shoulder.
A special sort of tenderness began to grow in my chest. It was the sort of affection that I
did not think I would ever be capable of again after Maddie and Malcolm. A desire to protect
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someone who was so brilliant yet delicate. But I felt it now for this girl, this stranger, this chance
for family. I held the girl at arm’s length, stared into her eyes and said, “I think you can be
anything you like.”
Sarah sniffed. As a handful of sentences came to mind, the barn door opened.
“Mon ange?” a voice called. In came Andrew with arms full of uprooted plants. His black
hair was blown back with wind and skin dewy from exertion. “I wasn’t expecting you to be up so
early,” he rambled as he walked down to the table to set his burden down. “Do you know what
time Mother wants–” His footsteps faltered when he saw me. A blush was evident even from so
far away. “Oh, good morning, Elizabeth.”
I blushed, too, struck by his handsomeness. “Good morning, sir.”
He clapped his hands together to knock away the dirt. “Pardon my attire, my lady. I
wasn’t expecting guests. Have you shown her around yet?”
“No. I wasn’t interested,” Sarah said. She wandered to sort through the new plants.
“Where did you find these?”
Andrew rolled his eyes. “If I told you, dear sister, there would be no mystery. Come with
me, Elizabeth.” He offered his arm and pointed to a ladder. “We’ll start up in the attic and work
our way down.” We climbed into a room of couches and soft fabrics that smelled of clove. While
it was all very fascinating and warranted a thousand questions, we found ourselves together on a
blue divan in tense silence.
My fingers twitched next to his hand. “I…” my words trailed awkwardly. “I met a
woman this morning. Mme Henriette?” How unusual for me to feel uncomfortable. How funny it
was Andrew who made me so.
He sat up straighter, perhaps glad for the distraction. “Pardon?”
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“Yes, we spoke for a bit. What do you know of her?”
Andrew cleared his throat with a laugh and put a nervous hand through his hair. “A friend
of our father’s. She’s been a great benefactress. Her generosity helped construct all of this.” He
gestured around the room.
That’s not all you know. I put an earnest hand on his shoulder. “What aren’t you telling
me?” I asked.
His face turned a deeper shade of red. “There’s nothing else to say.”
“Don’t lie,” I snapped. “I cannot abide by lies.”
Andrew’s eyes looked mournful. “I’m sorry, Elizabeth, but I gave my word.”
My heart leapt and I grabbed a handful of his shirt, the scent of sandalwood spooling
from its threads. “Why?”
“I promised my father,” he said firmly. “Mme Henriette is a family matter.” There was an
endearing wrinkle between his eyebrows. “But I will say this: I have never known her to speak to
anyone she didn’t want to add to her collection.”
Collection? I wondered. My stomach flipped. I would have to find her at the party if I
wanted answers, that much was certain.
“Though,” Andrew said, clearing his throat again. “I understand her interest.” He leaned
his face closer to mine with hesitancy. His breath smelled like peppermint. We stared at one
another. “I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me.” He began moving away.
In a brave rush, I pulled him close and pressed our lips together. When we came apart, we
looked at one another with childish chuckles. After our beating hearts finally slowed, we
descended back into the barn without another word. Mr. Connor helped me to the ground,
clasping my waist to steady me. For the first time in my life, I felt the seed of desire for a quiet
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life begin to take root.
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Chapter 35
Pulling myself out of bed, I stumbled to the washbasin with purple dots sprinkling themselves
across my vision. I shivered as I washed my face. The heat of the fireplace was unbearable. I
went to the window and threw open the window. Fall air flew in: water, dust, old meats, horse
dung, and sandalwood. The latter disappeared with the wind, almost as if it had never been.
The party had been an unprecedented success. Instead of staying only an hour, Sarah was
by my side for the entirety of the party. While she had danced with no one but Alistair and her
brother, there was no doubt that her parents were beyond pleased. I sought Mme Henriette, to no
avail. Even when the twins opened their distiller, she could not be found. Part of me wanted to
leave to find her, but I couldn’t abandon my friend. By the end of the evening I was exhausted
and my feet hurt; but I stayed with Sarah to braid her hair before bed, talking about the
conversations she’d had with visiting minds.
When I at last went to lie down, I allowed sleep to come, drifting in that in-betweenplace. So when the floorboard creaked near my bed, I was not ready. So when my eyes opened
and I could sense a presence standing over me, I was not ready. So when it clapped a hand over
my mouth, it was too late to scream.
In that panicked darkness, nothing was discernable. I struggled and sank my teeth into
sooty flesh that did not relinquish. I bore down harder until I tasted blood. My hand was pinned.
I saw something glint in the pitch black. Fear seized me in a vice. I fought harder. Scream.
Scream. Scream! I used my legs to push at the shadow’s chest. I was not strong enough.
“Stop,” a voice in the night snarled as I felt the thin pressure of a blade against my neck. I
was being devoured by the Devil.
Then the weight was gone, spun backwards into pitch. A quick choking sound shot out as

176
I scrambled back towards the headboard, frozen as two figures emerged from blackness as blurry
silhouettes. One taller shadow held the other from behind, a brief embrace before the shorter one
had its coats whisked over its head. In the low light shimmered a ridged, white belly before it
disappeared out of the room’s open window.
The shadow’s muffled screams ended in a thud.
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Chapter 36
When the remaining figure came towards me, its face completely swallowed by a hood, I took up
the nearest candelabra and scrambled to my feet. The shadow held its hands up in the gloom,
palms showing empty. In a voice that seemed completely devoid of place, the shadow said, “I’m
not going to hurt you.”
My stunned mind finally realized the severity of the situation and opened my mouth to
cry for help; but before anything could emerge, I was silenced by a new hand. There was nothing
but blackness and the sensation of being held from behind. It was delicate but untrustworthy. My
weapon was easily wrested from me.
“I’d ask you not to scream, miss,” the voice said, calm. “I mean you no harm. I’ll leave in
a moment.” I did not breathe. “When I remove my hand, do you promise to be quiet? I would
hate to be inconvenienced.”
There seemed no other option, so despite my fear and rage, I nodded. The hand came
away immediately. I started to bolt. Caught, the silhouette wagged a free finger. “Let’s try again,
shall we? Are you all right?” the man asked as he came to stand in front of me. I couldn’t place
his accent. It was disconcerting.
“I-I’m–no. Of course I’m not all right,” I spat, stepping towards the door again. The
shadow man mirrored my steps. I knew that if I moved too quickly, he would catch me and we
would start over once more. I shall fear no evil, I thought and was emboldened by it.
“Who the Devil are you?” I asked, crossing my arms across my chest. “And who waswas…” My mind drifted to the figure thrown out of the window and I came to terms with the
understanding. I felt bile thick in my stomach. My dark visitor seemed to sense this, too, and was
across the room fetching my empty chamber pot in moments. I fell to my knees and vomited, the
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silent specter watching.
“Who I am doesn’t matter.”
“Bollocks,” I muttered, sputtering up wine and meat.
He continued as though I’d said nothing, “As far as that man is concerned, I fear that
telling you of his intentions would only frighten you.” He took a step towards me, though I did
not hear so much as a whisper of his boots. “Do you feel better?”
I spat into the basin. “No, I bloody don’t.”
The hooded man gave a long-suffering sigh. “I assure you, this will never happen again.
I’m deeply sorry that it has happened at all.”
“But why?” I asked as another wave of nausea crashed over me. Outside that window, a
man is dead. I gave an empty wretch.
The figure was still. “Madmen do mad things.”
“That didn’t answer the bloody question,” I growled, spitting again into the basin. “How
do I know you aren’t a madman?”
“Given the circumstances, I wouldn’t make the assumption I wasn’t,” he said flatly. My
heart started to beat too fast. “I’m afraid I cannot tell you anything more.”
“But why?” I asked yet again.
“Such information would surely bring you to some future harm.” The man moved to
stand in front of the door. I was trapped and we both knew it. “In fact, it would be best if you
made no mention of this to anyone.”
In a gloom that was beginning to lighten, I could see the man rest a hand on the hilt of a
sword. “And if I do?” I asked, feeling reckless. “Are you going to kill me?”
The man seemed ready for my response: “While I cannot guarantee your safety, or the
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safety of those around you, any harm that comes to you will not be by my hand.”
My heart skipped another beat. The last thing I would want was anyone to be hurt. Yet,
the desire for answers was almost overwhelming. “Should I be worried that something will
happen to me even if I am quiet? And why should I trust a man who just murdered another a
moment ago?” I pointed to the window.
“I saved your life,” he replied.
“Yes, well, who’s to say that whoever sent that killer wouldn’t send another?” I paused
and tried to gather my thoughts on the floor. Why was I singled out? “If you can’t tell me who
you are, can you tell me why you are here?”
“You were not that man’s intended target. Of that I am certain,” he said.
“I suppose that’s meant to make me feel better.” I stood clutching the chamber put like it
was a shield. “If not me, then someone else?”
The specter nodded and walked to pour a glass of water. “It would do well if you didn’t
speak of this to anyone.”
“Why?” My throat was raw from vomiting and swallowed screams.
He handed me a full glass. “Silence will keep you safe. If you were to tell someone what
has happened here, whoever sent that man will find out. And then what?”
I drank all the water and let the excess drip from my mouth without wiping it away.
“Why in God’s name would I believe you?”
The man crossed his arms. “Because I threw a man trying to kill you out a window. It
would be foolish of you to risk such a thing.”
He had a point. Whatever hell my would-be killer was from, this hooded man surely
knew its workings. I would keep the incident to myself for the moment. “What happens now?” I
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asked.
“You sleep,” he said. His accentless voice did something to my insides that I did not like.
“I suggest you convince yourself that this was nothing more than a nightmare.”
“Sleep? As though I could,” I scoffed.
“Nothing will happen to you. Now, mademoiselle, I will keep watch” The hooded man
crossed the room again, took a moment, and brought back another glass of water without getting
too close. “Drink, you’ll feel better.”
I stared at the window. I was still nauseated. I took a few sips of water that quickly turned
to gulps until all of it was gone.
My hand trembled. Without a word, he took the glass away and put it back where it
belonged. “How do you feel now?” he asked.
“I just saw a man die,” I whispered.
“Would you rather it be you?” Again, I said nothing and hated him for it. “That’s what I
thought. Get into bed and sleep.”
“How could I possibly?” I asked again. “How could I possibly?”
The man pointed to the bed. My thoughts were fuzzy enough to make me obey. “You
will,” he said as I got under the covers and pulled them up to my neck. “I put a sleeping draught
in your water. You won’t be awake much longer.”
I shot straight up, vision suddenly sharp. “You what?”
“Your mind will try to keep you awake, but your body will overwhelm you soon
enough,” he continued and stepped towards the window.
The covers were cloistering and I threw them to the floor. “You son of a bitch!” I cried
and stumbled to my feet.
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He was silent as he came to clutch my failing body to his solid one. “Please, don’t
struggle. There’s no point in it. You’ll only hurt yourself.”
“You’re trying to kill me,” I cried. My strength was failing.
“No, I’m not,” he said. When my legs gave out, he eased my body into his arms. “I
promise everything will be fine. Stop fighting me.” He pressed me into his chest. “You’ll wake
up tomorrow with a headache, nothing more.”
My vision already spotty, I tried to discern the man’s face in the dark. There was nothing
but shadow. “Who-who are you?” I whispered when he set me back onto my bed.
“Shh, shh,” he encouraged, tucking me into bed with delicacy. “There’s no need to worry
about that. All will be well.”
My addled mind sought footing. I know a secret. What secret? “Viper. You’re the Viper,”
I mumbled.
The man’s hands stilled. “What? How do you know that name?”
He knows. He knows. “Viper. Viper…”
“Elizabeth,” the man snapped. His fingers dug into my shoulders. “How do you know
that name?” My jaw went slack and my eyes closed. “Tell me. Tell me!”
But, just as the man had promised, sleep dragged me down deep.
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Chapter 37
City of Westminster, London
When Andrew placed his hand on my arm at breakfast, I nearly screamed. Seeming to sense my
tension, the Connor twin asked if I was all right. “Completely well,” I promised with a smile that
hurt to make.
His dark brows drew down and I knew he didn’t think I was telling the truth. Parts of me
believed last night was a dream. Others believed it was true, and made me more fearful than I
had ever been. My head throbbed, attesting to the events. There was a thin cut on my neck where
a knife had been that I had blotted away with powder. When Sarah joined us moments later, she
merely glanced at me before saying, “You look horrible.”
“Sarah,” Andrew snapped.
“She does,” she said. “Dark circles, chalky pallor. Do you have a fever? Andrew, kiss her
forehead to check.”
I blushed and Sarah’s brother glared. “That’s enough. Elizabeth, if you’re not well
enough, we can postpone our return until you are.”
“That’s not necessary,” I quickly replied. I wanted nothing more than to flee. “I’ll leave
when you are both ready.”
By afternoon, our carriage pulled in front of the school behind another, larger one. “I
wonder who’s here,” Sarah said.
Andrew stepped down to help us. “A wealthy visitor, no doubt. No shortage of those with
so many little princesses milling about.” He chuckled. “Come along, sister.”
Together we walked to the door and were surprised to find Mr. Hoddle, the doorman,
already waiting for us. “The headmistress would like to see you immediately, Miss Davenport,”
he said, ushering us in.
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Sarah and I exchanged a glance. “Is everything all right?” Andrew asked.
“I am afraid to say that it is none of your concern, Mr. Connor,” Mr. Hoddle intoned.
“Please, Miss Davenport, come with me.”
I curtsied to Andrew even as my heart began to race. Why does she want to see me? “I
suppose we must part ways for now, my friends. It was a pleasure to see you, sir.”
Before another word was said, I followed Mr. Hoddle and found Mistress Gardine pacing
outside her office. When she saw me, she stopped. “Come here, Elizabeth.” The instant I was
within her reach, the mistress grabbed my shoulders. “Your hair is a state.” She brushed back
free strands then scrutinized my attire. “A shame to see you in all black, but there’s nothing to be
done about it, is there? She won’t wait.”
I felt ill. “What’s happened?”
“You have a guest, and she is very excited to meet you.” Her breathing was frighteningly
quick. “Go. Curtsy. Wait for her to address you. Is that understood?”
What in God’s name is happening? “Yes, madam…”
“Good.” She opened the door. From behind, I could see a woman sitting with her back to
us, dark brown hair perfectly pinned.
When I came to stand before her, I gave a small gasp before curtsying. It was her, the
woman at Sarah’s house. Henriette. “Elizabeth,” Mistress Gardine said, tensed. “I would like you
to meet Louise Henriette Bourbon d’Orléans, the Grand Duchess of France.”
We stared at one another in silence, her brown eyes penetrating. “Stand,” she
commanded.
I straightened and waited with arms straight as rods. What am I supposed to do? We
stared at each other for another moment before Mistress Gardine interceded: “Your Grace, may I
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present to you Miss Elizabeth Davenport?” She stood at my side, a cool hand on my shoulder.
“I know who she is,” the duchess said.
Looking contrite, Mistress Gardine looked uncertain for a moment before recovering her
voice. “Though she has been with us but a few months, she has already distinguished herself.
Her teachers speak highly of her. Her French is impeccable. The girls she associates herself with
are of the highest quality and they look to her for guidance.” I glanced towards Mistress Gardine.
What are you doing? Am I piece of meat to market? “She is sought after by suitors.” It would
seem that I very well might be. “And we have had the good fortune of M Claude Delacroix join
us for conversations, if you recall the man.”
The Grand Duchess did not so much as allow her gaze to waver. “Yes, I do.”
Mistress Gardine cleared her throat. “She is an accomplished pianist. And though I am
sure you have heard of the horseback incident, she has greatly improved. I believe she will be
accomplished in less than a year.” My heart leapt. How would she know about the fall? “All of
her instructors find her quite bright.”
“Of course she is,” the Grand Duchess said in a leveled voice. “But I do not need a list
recommendations. Leave us.”
Mistress Gardine left the room and closed the door behind her without so much as a word
of encouragement. I could hear my breathing.
Finally: “Do you know who I am?”
Of course I do, Mistress Gardine introduced you a moment ago. “We met at Sarah’s
party…but you lied to me.”
She smirked and I imagined the wrinkles near her mouth straining from something that
no doubt was an unusual expression. “I did not lie. I did not tell you the whole truth, just as you
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are now. I ask you again, do you know who I am?”
Is this a trick? “I’m afraid I don’t know what you mean, Your Grace.”
Her expression sharpened and when the words came from her mouth, I could tell that she
had considered them for a long time: “You are my blood, chérie. Ma petite fille. My
granddaughter.”
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Chapter 38
I felt like the woman in front of me had sprouted horns and a forked tail. “Sit,” she commanded,
“before you collapse.”
I stumbled against the desk to steady myself. This was nearly too much to bear.
“Madame, please,” my voice shook harder than my hands, “you must be mistaken.”
“Your name is Elizabeth Davenport, is it not?”
I was nearly too afraid to answer, “Yes…”
“Then I am not mistaken.”
“I am not your granddaughter.”
She seemed amused. “Because you are an orphan? Because you believe that you are here
at the behest of your benefactress?” I could not find the words. I shook my head. “Tell me,
chérie, what do you know of me? Surely, if Claude is here, you know something. I am always
interested to hear what lies people tell of me. It is a small joy.”
“You are La Grande Madame.” I began. “You refused to abdicate your position when
your husband died.”
“And how did I accomplish such a thing?” The Grand Duchess quirked an amused brow.
“I told the King I would go to war.” Her brown eyes shimmered. “A simple thing, really. I want
you to understand that I am rarely wrong.” The sun forced the sudden tears in her eyes to sparkle.
“Pardon. Please, forgive me. You look very much like your mother.”
My heart ached for the woman. How much pain she had endured. Her husband and
children all gone? “You are mistaken, Madame, and I am very sorry for it.” I crossed the room
and placed a hand on her shoulder. “How difficult it must be to lose a child, even after all these
years. A broken heart is never truly mended, is it?” Would I not forever look for Maddie’s face
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in a crowd of blonde women?
This seemed to strike her for but a moment. “I applaud your candor, mademoiselle. It is
not very often that I am contradicted. From time to time, it is refreshing. However, I cannot say
that I am amused now.”
“It was not meant to be amusing, Madame.”
I felt her measuring my worth. “We called your mother ‘Bathilde.’ She had beautiful blue
eyes and a nose just like yours.” She looked away from me and at her hands. Even from my seat
I could see them tremble. “She wrote me the day you were christened: Elisabeth Marie Henriette.
What a precious gift you were.”
My skin prickled. “Madame,” I interceded, “that is not my name. I am Elizabeth Leona
Davenport. I was raised by a lovely couple, not your daughter.”
From one look at her, I knew the duchess had an advantage. I was afraid. “I take it you
mean the Consatoírs.” I felt like an enemy on the battlefield soon to be conquered. “Madelyn and
Malcolm Consatoír?” I could think of nothing and took cover behind Mistress Gardine’s desk.
“You would be surprised by the things I know, Mlle Davenport. Perhaps I should tell you when I
knew Liam. That, of course, was many years ago, before he became what it is those young men
become.”
I frowned. “What are you talking about?”
She ignored me. “Or what of your Madelyn? I never met her, but I’ve been told she was
once known as Adelaide. Such a pretty name.” The Grand Duchess glanced back up at me. “But
perhaps that is a discussion for another time. You asked how it is I know the Consatoír name and
I should answer you.”
“By all means,” I growled.

188
“When my daughter left for London, she came with two guards tasked to keep her from
harm.” The duchess’s voice took on a harsh edge. “Of course, what could they do to protect
Bathilde from a man she thought she loved?” She pointed a knotted finger at me. “Your father,
by the nature of his birth, was dangerous to your mother. Without anyone noticing, that boy took
her from me.”
“You’re a liar,” I said. I can’t breathe. Why can’t I breathe?
“Oh really? Can you imagine losing your child, Mlle Davenport? My best officers could
tell me nothing of her disappearance. What was I to think? To do?” She gripped her hands in her
lap. “I prayed to God every day to bring my daughter back to me, to show her the error of her
ways.” She smacked her lips. “He didn’t. Instead, you were born and we wept with our joy. Even
when her protector refused to bring her home, we were joyful. And then your sister,” her voice
wavered. “We-we never thought…”
I finished the thought: “Your daughter was killed.”
The duchess nodded solemnly. “You all were; but then I received a letter claiming there
had been a single tiny creature that had been saved from a fire. You. A little girl I’d never see
again. The note was signed Maddie and Malcolm Consatoír.”
A deep rage poured out of my heart and into my limbs. “You’re wrong,” I said.
She came to her feet faster than I would have expected from a woman of her age. “You
dare accuse me of lying? What more do you need? You and your sister named for your greatgrandmother, Elisabeth-Charlotte, the duchess of Lorraine. Is that enough to please you? I have
given you everything, and you are still impertinent!” She dug into her dress and retrieved yet
another damnable letter. “I had hoped to save you from hurt.” The duchess crossed the room and
slapped the paper down on the desk.
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Glaring, I took the faded note and opened it to look at a feminine scrawl.
Dearest Maman,

20 June 1775

It brought me great joy to receive your latest letter from the emissary. Of course, I am
sad to know that France’s participation in the colonies’ revolution has led to strife in your own
home. Gregory and I have discussed the matter at length and are sorry to say that we believed
that something like this would happen. There are whispers here in London that the AustrianFrench alliance has been flagging as of late. Of course, I did not write you to discuss politics. In
fact, I try not to think of politics at all.
I wish to commend you for your efforts in finding me, Maman. Gregory arrived home this
afternoon and informed me that the emissary was very inquisitive. In fact, I have noticed a man,
or perhaps, men, at the corner of our street. The entire thing reeks of your soldiers. If my
infrequent letters have not been an indication, then let me make it plain to you: I will not come
home. And if you have any desire to know anything about your granddaughters, then you will
cease this investigation. I will disappear. You are a smart woman, Maman, and know when you
are bested.
I know you will listen, and so I will tell you of my girls. They are so big now. Thank you
for the dresses you’ve sent. I’m sure they will grow into them soon. As for your request for
miniatures, I do not think such a thing would be advisable, though I have given Elisabeth the
picture of you and Charlotte the one of Papa. They wear them in lockets.
…Maman, if things had been different. Well–never mind that. You never did like to dwell
in the past. Just know that the day you accept who I am is the day I come home to you both.
B–
The Grand Duchess, having watched me as I read the letter, placed her fingertips atop the
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desk. “It was the last letter she would ever write.”
My hand went to my locket and latched there. “You’re wrong.”
She tutted and pointed at my chest. “That, that locket. Open it.”
Shaking, I obeyed and looked at the face, the only remnant of a forgotten childhood. My
mother. A tie to the past.
“Vous croyez qu'elle est votre mère,” she said.
“Of course I think that,” I whispered. “She is my mother.”
In a flash the woman had torn off her gloves and was pulling out a necklace from her
décolletage. A small snap as she threw the small metal thing across the desk. It clattered in front
of me. “Ouvrez-le,” she commanded in a tight voice.
After three tries, unlatched the locket and was given a look at two people, a young man
and a girl. It was the girl that drew my attention. She had an oval face, large blue-grey eyes, and
the tiniest cleft in her chin. She was striking in her kindness. “Who is this?” I whispered, fearing
that I already knew the answer.
“Tu sais.” You know.
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Chapter 39
I held tightly to my own locket and shook my head, bleary eyed. “You stubborn child!” she cried.
“That locket, that very one around your neck. Let me see.” She did not wait, sailing around the
desk with such grace that I was not prepared for her assault. The duchess held the long chain up
for inspection. The locket opened. “This woman? You see her?” I glared defiantly. “Do you see
her?”
A terse nod.
“That woman is not your mother.” She tapped the locket into my chest. “C’est moi.” She
pointed a sharp nail into the picture. “These eyes? The nose? The brows? The lips? Tout à moi.
Look at me, Mlle Davenport. Can you deny this?”
Petulantly, I refused to obey.
The duchess placed a hard hand on my shoulder. “Your pride cannot change this. You
have carried me with you your whole life, as I have carried you with me.” She shook me then
flung herself away to begin pacing the room. “Do you think it coincidence that brings me to you?
Are you so foolish?”
I bit the inside of my cheek so hard it bled.
“Your silence will not save you from the truth.” She trailed her fingers across the
bookshelf. “What a fool I was to think that I could keep the world at bay.” She turned to me
again. “I can assure you of this: When you spend your life denying the desires of men, your
enemies will find a way to hurt you. I could not save her; I did not think I could not save her
children. The day I received that letter from that Judas was more painful than thinking you had
all died. To know you were alive and beyond me? Les voleurs!”
I stood up so quickly that the chair vaulted backwards. “You shut your mouth! They were
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not thieves!” My vision blurred with rage. “They saved me. They raised me. They were my
family, not you.”
She looked like her eyes were going to bulge from their sockets. “You ungrateful môme!
You dare stand there and tell me that we are not family. If not for me, you would be dead. It is I
who has been searching for you. It is I who sent Anne into the world to find a girl in your
situation.” Mistress Gardine knew? “And despite those long letters she sent, full of such promise,
still I doubted. So many people tried to make a fool of me, to take advantage.” Her voice was
hoarse as she coughed out a sob. “But now here you are, and I know that we are of the same
blood. I know that you are mine.”
I closed my eyes and imagined being pulled apart into ten directions. I could not deny her
claims. The locket, my locket, had been most damning of all. Within it I saw the features we
shared. “What do you want from me?” I whispered.
The duchess sniffed as her voice regained its control: “You are my granddaughter. You
belong with me.” A pause. “I will not live forever. I desire what little family I have at my side.
You are my only family, and I would have you come to Paris.”
“I do not know you,” I said as I allowed my vision to flutter open.
She shook her head and sank shakily back into her seat. “You do not belong here.”
“No,” I snapped. “You do not belong here. Standing there, telling me all these things and
expecting me to believe you. Expecting me to obey you. Je ne vais pas!”
At that moment, the door swung open and Mistress Gardine swept into her domain. “Miss
Davenport, Miss Davenport, please,” she said quickly, firmly closing the doors behind her.
“Lower your voice. Madame, I am terribly sorry.”
“You!” I flung, unable to capture the words as they left my lips. The gauntlet thrown, I
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couldn’t stop the onslaught: “You took me in, made me feel safe.” She stood wide-eyed. “You
talk of Christian charity and you’ve done nothing but deceive me!” I felt trapped by the truth.
“I’m tired of lies.”
Mistress Gardine looked to the duchess.
“Tell me everything.” I slammed my palms down. “From your own lips.”
She straightened. “You have to understand, Miss Davenport. The Grand Duchess has
tirelessly sought you. And now that you are meeting at last…” Her eyes, too, were full of tears.
“I knew your mother, Elizabeth.” My heart clenched; my breath stopped. “I knew her when she
was as kind and as gentle as you are now.”
She stepped closer still. “I have not lied to you. I offered you a place because I believed
you to be Bathilde’s daughter; but I kept you for your grace. Please, believe me.” A deluge began
to loose itself from her eyes. “We were friends once, all those years ago.” Mistress Gardine
blinked blearily. “How can I tell you how dear you are to my heart?”
I swallowed hard.
“The relief I felt when the Madame told me there was a chance that you may still be
alive! Oh, how hard we worked to find you! I was patient. For years. And then when Julia came
to me weeping…I asked her what was the matter, she told me that an unspeakable tragedy had
befallen the Consatoírs, and that their dearest Elizabeth had been left an orphan.” She clutched a
hand to her throat. “May God forgive me for the relief I felt. To think that they had been hiding
you in squalor! Who would have looked for you there?” Mistress Gardine paused to wipe her
nose. “And then there you were, all grown up and beautiful. I knew it was you. How could it
have been anyone else?”
“Why didn’t you tell me before?” I whispered.
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“What would frightening you accomplish, my sweet? I would not have you run from me.
And your Mr. McConnell already so protective. I had to bide my time.”
“Deceptive snake,” I said. “You bought me to sell me again!”
She looked as though I had struck her. “All of your life I have wanted nothing but the
best for you. That is no different now. When I tell you that this woman is your grandmother, and
that it is time for you to leave with her, I believe it is what is best for you. I believe it is what’s
right.”
“You can’t expect me to just leave.”
“We all must do things we do not like,” the Madame said. I startled when she touched my
shoulder. “I must ask: Do you believe what you have been told?”
Again I pushed back nausea when I said, “I must, though I despise you for it.”
The Madame considered me. “Ma petite, I ask of you a favor. I understand you have a tie
here. Consider acquainting yourself with me before deciding that you wish to stay. Oh, I could
promise riches, dresses, parties, travel, but I realize now that I want nothing more than for you to
come with me of your own volition. What say you, chérie?”
“How can I refuse when the truth is blinding me?” Bitterness gripped my heart as I lifted
my head. “I am at your disposal, Madame.” She looked victorious. “I feel ill now. May I go?”
She inclined her head. “Bien sûr.”
I went to my room and found Sarah waiting for me. “What’s wrong?” she asked before
the door was closed. Wordlessly, I knelt beside my bed, leaned over the chamber pot, and began
to wretch. It was as though I was purging my body of every lie that I had ever been told. Sarah
watched patiently and asked, “What’s wrong?” again when I wiped my mouth.
“Your friend, Henriette, claims to be my grandmother,” I said, plopping down next to her
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with a sense of bewilderment.
“Oh really? Why are you so upset? Wouldn’t finding a member of your family make you
happy?” she asked as she patted my arm, unsure.
Tears mingled with bile until there was nothing left but unshakeable rage. “She’s the
Grand Duchess of France.”
“Oh, I know.”
I sat up straight and brushed away the tears. “What?”
“I know Mme. Henriette is the Grand Duchess,” she said. “That’s why Andrew couldn’t
tell you. He promised Father to keep her status to himself.”
“What?” I was struck with the information.
“If everyone knew who she was, there’d be no end to the madness in our home when she
came to visit.” She stroked her cheek thoughtfully. “I should have put it together sooner. No
wonder she was so interested in you.”
I grabbed her hand and squeezed as hard as I could. “You know the Grand Duchess of
France and didn’t think to tell me?”
Sarah stared at my fingertips. “You’re hurting me.”
Glaring, I demanded: “Why didn’t you tell me?”
Her eyes began to water. “You didn’t ask.”
Never in my life had I wanted to strike anyone more. I wanted to pull her hair and throttle
her for keeping such a secret. But what would violence accomplish? Would knowing the
woman’s identity have made any difference? Any at all? Would that have made Maddie and
Malcolm (or was it Liam? Or Glasgow?) tell me the truth? Would it have changed anything at
all?
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Chapter 40
Piccadilly, London
November 1786
When I was a child, Malcolm taught me how to sharpen a knife and break a man’s wrist if he
grabbed my arm. It was an easy thing to master. A quick movement to shift even the strongest of
assailants, if one wasn’t overcome by fear. Perhaps his most important lesson: Trust no one. As I
sat at the breakfast table and looked at my friends, I wondered if that was a lesson I had
forgotten.
Marie and Virginia babbled about the impending masquerade ball as Sarah scribbled in
her notebook. I drank my tea and thought about willow bark and potato tubers. Maddie had spent
night after night teaching me about poultices and the ways to treat a fever or an infected wound.
“Do any of you know,” I started, “how to stitch a cut?”
“Pardon?” Virginia and Marie asked together, while Sarah said, “Of course.”
I didn’t reply, satisfied with their answers. Knowing that my upbringing was, in fact,
uncommon brought me nothing but unhappiness. They weren’t what they said. Malcolm was
much more than a bookkeeper. A soldier? Someone trained to kill? What of Madelyn? What was
her place in this puzzle? What were the depths of their deceptions?
“Why?” Marie asked.
Shaking my head, I couldn’t think of anything to say that wouldn’t overly pique their
interest. I didn’t want anyone else to know about the duchess’s claims until I was more than
certain of them. It was difficult enough to convince Sarah to keep quiet. “Why?” she asked when
I requested her silence. “It’ll come to light soon enough.”
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The why was elusive to me, too. It was a secret that certainly wouldn’t last long, but there
was something that kept worry by my side. Despite that, when Katherine joined us for breakfast,
Sarah still asked, “Do you know the Grand Duchess of France?”
A confused expressed on her small face, our French friend joined us. “She is well-known
by many…Pourquoi?”
Though irritated that Sarah was hell-bent on exposing me, I asked instead of answering,
“What do you think of her?”
Katherine looked to Marie and Virginia who gave no indication as to how she might
answer. “She is…”
My heart hinged on the next word.
After seeming to gather her thoughts she said, “Wonderful. The Madame is wonderful.
Stunningly so.”
“You think?”
“Oh, yes. The people adore her.” Katherine’s face took on a sort wistfulness. “She is a
hero to the downtrodden, the poor, the sick. Some call her St. Henriette.”
My eyes widened a bit at the information. How good could a person be to receive such a
moniker? A warrior who refused to abdicate. A saint who shepherded the lost. And now she
wanted me for, as Andrew put it, her collection. Shouldn’t I be honored to have a claim to such a
woman? Didn’t I want the chance to be so good?
Before I could ask further questions, I could see Julia Teller making purposeful strides
towards our table. “Miss Davenport, there is a carriage waiting for you.”
Blinking away heavier thoughts, I asked, “What? Where am I meant to be going?”
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Everyone looked at me. “She didn’t say, miss,” Julia said. “But she asks you go now.”
When I didn’t move, she said, “Right now.”
I set my napkin aside and stood with apprehension. “I suppose I’ll see you later.”
“Is everything all right?” Virginia asked as she started to stand.
There was no time as Julia put a pressing hand on my shoulder and rushed me from the
room. Mistress Gardine was waiting for me at the foot of the stairs in her traditional black.
“Good morning, Miss Davenport.” I curtsied. “Are you ready?”
“Ready for what, madam?”
“The Madame has requested your presence,” she replied as she held my face in her hands
for inspection and then extended her hand for my cloak.
“What? Why?”
“Tea.”
“Will you be coming?” I asked with panic as I was dressed.
She looked uncomfortable. “No, I do not think that Her Grace would be pleased to see
me. No, no, don’t argue, there isn’t time. It will be best if I stay. Now, you’re late enough as it is.
Everything will be wonderful. She is excited to see you.” She ushered me out the door and into a
well-sprung carriage. A liveried footman let down the boot so that I could step up into the
swirled cream interior.
Mistress Gardine stood on the steps with her hands folded. She seemed distressed.
The door shut and the carriage jolted forward shortly after. We rode through traffic like a
ship at sea. I peeked out the window and saw tall hats milling with tattered trousers. I prepared
for what was to come. Deep breath in, deep breath out. Unconsciously I stroked the soft, supple
fabric of the seat and waited for the ride to end.
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Nearly too soon, I was handed down and presented with a handsome townhouse that
stood out in brilliant white against the greys of the other houses and then into a spacious foyer.
“A pleasure to have you, Mlle Davenport,” greeted a striking boy in a black military uniform.
“May I take your shawl?”
“Oh yes, please,” I said, turning my back to him.
Fabric slid off my shoulders as someone began to call, “Ay, ay, ay, you get away from
her!” I spun and saw an older man in blue and silver livery swat the boy with the back of his
hand. “Tu sais mieux! Do not make me get ta capitaine.” The boy bounded away. “Mes sincères
excuses, mademoiselle. Many of us here are too excited. We forget ourselves. Please, let me help
you.” The older man slid my shawl over his arm. I could smell fresh scones. “It is best not keep
the Madame waiting.”
I was led into a morning room with high ceilings and light. In the corner at a table full of
roses sat the Grand Duchess, resplendent in black petticoats and diamonds. “Madame, I present
Mlle Elizabeth Davenport,” the older man announced as he swept into a deep bow.
“I know who she is, Robert. Go and see to the tea. Make sure it is the jasmine,” she
snapped. “Come here, child. Sit with me.” The older man bowed and disappeared back into the
hall. I glanced uncertainly at the space next to her on the white settee. “I do not ask things twice,
chérie. Come and sit.”
I obeyed and settled into the smell of lemon verbena. “Thank you for having me,
Madame. It is an honor, even if it was an unexpected one.”
She chuckled. “My morning appointments were cancelled.” She took my hand into hers,
which was cool and soft. “I thought we might know one another. Do you agree?”
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“I’m beginning to,” I said, mystified by the similarities in the crookedness of our ring
fingers, the points of our pinkies. Horror overtook me. “Why am I really here?”
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Chapter 41
A maid poured our tea. “I’m sure you have many other questions, too,” the duchess said, a
diplomat through and through. “The cakes.” The girl in grey set a wide assortment of treats on
little plates in front of us. “I heard you enjoy lemon squares, so I had my chef prepare some.”
“Thank you. I appreciate your consideration,” I said, ignoring the fact that she knew such
a thing about me. “But, please, don’t ignore me.”
The Madame leaned back against her seat and seemed to consider her words. “You are
here because you said you would endeavor to know me.”
Something in her eyes made me think her motives were beyond that. What does she
really want? I thought but didn’t ask. I would play her game for the time being. “And you found
it necessary to take me from my breakfast?”
She sipped. “As I have said, my morning appointments were cancelled. You have
questions. Where shall you start?”
Since the revelation, I had thought of a thousand things. Why was I never allowed to meet
you? Who were Maddie and Malcolm, really? Why did Mistress Gardine lie? But all I could
think of to ask was: “Will you tell me about my mother?”
The teacup rested at her lips for a few moments before being set back into the saucer. She
touched her fingers to the locket at her neck. “She was exceptional. Smart and with a tongue as
quick as yours. Learned to ride a horse before her brother.” A wistful sigh and another sip. “She
loved stories about Greek heroes. She and Philippe would act the fall of Troy for days on end.
She always insisted on being Aeneus. Such joyous years.” The woman cleared her throat. “But
when Philippe died, I knew I had to keep her safe.”
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This part had yet to make sense. Why had my mother been in London to begin with?
“Safe from what?” I asked.
She dabbed the corner of her eye before looking at me incredulously. “If Claude has been
to see you, then surely you know why.”
Shaking my head, I said, “No. We spoke only of your refusal to abdicate.”
The Madame’s face was transformed by rage. The fingers that so delicately circled the
teacup’s handle before tightened until I feared for the china. “Not a word about the injustices I
have endured?” I said nothing in the wake of her tirade. “My boy was killed by the very men
who called themselves his friends. Poisoned by cowards. And what of Bathilde? I couldn’t bear
to keep her in Paris where anyone could harm her. We thought she would be safe…I would have
given anything. Oh, ma bichette.” My heart swayed towards her and I squeezed her hand tight.
Such injustice was nearly impossible to comprehend. “Why? Why would anyone kill
your children?”
She clenched her teeth and didn’t say anything.
I moved my hand to her shoulder. “Tell me, please.”
Looking surprised that I was touching her, the Madame leaned away and said, “Change is
frightening. When people are frightened, they act as animals.”
“And people were afraid of your children?” I lifted the cup to my own lips in challenge.
“I find that hard to believe.”
Lightning struck in her eyes. “My son was going to be a great king.”
“A king?” I asked with alarm. “Madame, forgive me, but he would be a duke.”
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She chuckled and finished her cup, gesturing for me to pour another. “All things change,
ma petite.” When I stirred in sugar and cream, she rested her hand on my arm. “And they will,
soon enough.”
A shiver shot through me. “What do you mean by that?”
“In time. Have another lemon square.”
I huffed. “That’s all you have to say?”
“For now. Another question.”
Angry, I said, “That’s ridiculous. You owe me more than that.”
Her voice raised suddenly in the wake of her fury: “I owe you nothing! You may ask me
another question, or you may sit there silent!”
Fighting the urge to glare or storm out of the room, I asked, “What about my father?”
Her face turned impossibly stonier. “Nothing but one of those men that lure girls from
their families with sweet words and pretty smiles to fund their slothful lifestyles.” She patted my
thigh and moved back to her lemon cake. “But I do not wish to worry myself over that man. No
fault of yours to have him for a father, ma petite. He was very handsome, which is of some
consolation as you are a beautiful girl.”
I found it difficult to be insulted by her disapproval when my father meant no more to me
than a dancing shadow. “I’m sure you would have preferred she married some prince.” She
nodded.
“What does that make me? No princess, to be certain.” I stood with teacup in hand. “If I
do decide to go to Paris with you, what sort of position would I hold? My father was common,
and so I am.”
“You are not,” she said firmly.
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I laughed and walked to the window, looking out across London. “I certainly am. I was
raised, no matter who they really were, by a clerk and a seamstress.”
“That is true, but you not common. You are my granddaughter. You are my blood. More
importantly, you are your grandfather’s blood.”
Turning towards her, I asked, “What does that mean for me?”
She relaxed against the cushions. “Why such resistance?” she asked, not unkindly. “It
does not seem a change you can deny. You are born into this world with nothing but family. Sit
with me.” I listened, allowing her to drape an arm over my shoulders. “When I married your
grandfather, I was sent from my family. It was that day I became a part of the Orléans bloodline.
It is the same blood that runs through your veins.” She traced the light blue spider webs on the
top of my hand. “You cannot change your blood any more than the sun can choose to set in the
east. And because of that, there is nothing more important than protecting your family, your
bloodline. You owe it your loyalty.”
“Loyalty to someone I’ve never known?”
“You gave your Maddie and Malcolm loyalty. That is apparent in the way you speak of
them.” She waved her hand through the air, swatting my life away as though it was nothing.
“You are born into familial loyalty. A bond, a willingness to do whatever it takes to keep
someone safe, to ensure their future, to put their needs beyond your own. Loyalty is complete
commitment. You understand this, non?”
My eyebrows drew together in thought. “But what if you do not know your family? You
are suggesting I offer my loyalty to you simply by nature of my birth.”
“Yes,” she said without even pausing to consider the answer. She was sure of herself.
Likely a lifetime of naysayers had cultivated the response. “I am your grandmother, Elizabeth.”
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Her thumb stroked the top of my hand. “There is something greater than ourselves that binds us.
You do not believe me, but you will. In time.”
“Loyalty isn’t an intrinsic trait,” I said, leaning away from her. Her gaze seared me. “It’s
cultivated over time.”
“Perhaps you are right, Elizabeth,” she conceded. “Or perhaps you will come to see me as
someone worthy of your loyalty.”
The use of my name caught me in the stomach. Off-kilter, I continued, “You sound as
though I will decide to go with you after all.”
“I prepare for every eventuality. Who is to say what will happen? Until you are certain, I
ask you do one thing for me. Surely you can do that for an old woman.” I was uneasy but
nodded. She rested withering fingers to my cheek. “Until the day we leave these shores, don’t
dare trust a soul.”
“What do you mean?” I asked, feeling panicked. Her eyes glanced towards the doors,
then the windows. “Is someone listening?” I asked.
“You can never be too careful,” she warned, pulling my ear closer to her lips. “There are
people in this world who would kill you without a second thought, especially now. Be wary of
strangers who get too close.”
The night the specter had visited my room came back to me. I grabbed her hand tight.
“Was he looking for me?”
She patted me. “The man who came to your room? He was.”
“You knew?” I asked. The scream. The knife. The body. The window. I felt sick over
again. “And you didn’t tell me?”
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“Peace, ma petite, there was no sense in upsetting you.” Her face regained its regality.
“Who do you think it was who saved you?”
“That murderer was your soldier?” Indignant, I stood. “He said the man wanted nothing
from me.”
The Madame laughed as though my near assassination was a mere joke to her. “That
temper of yours reminds me of your grandfather.”
I fought the urge to stamp my foot. “This isn’t meant to amuse you. I nearly died. A man
was killed in front of me!”
“And a devastating thing that must have been for you to witness,” she said, stirring her
tea. “An unfortunate business, what my soldiers do. It is, however, necessary. If the soldier that
saved you thought it prudent to lie about the man, then he was right to do so. As I said, there was
no point in frightening you.”
It was far too late for that.
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Chapter 42
City of Westminster, London
My head was heavy with curlers and eyes tight with sleepless nights. “Ready for yer powder?”
Siobhan asked as she came in, arms full of my gown. “You’re sure you want to go?”
“It will be nice to be free of this cage for a night,” I said. How tired I had become in the
days after meeting with the duchess. How fearful. When my friends asked me where I had gone,
I found myself lying to protect my secret a few days more.
With deft fingers, Siobhan dressed my face and hair. I watched my reflection transform
from a sullen child into that of a sophisticated woman. My lack of sleep was concealed: frown
transformed by innocent pink paint; harsh lines softened by curls before it was piled high and
lightly powdered. It seemed a shame that it would be concealed behind a mask.
My corset was tightened before the gown of warm, crushed velvet enveloped me. I felt
safe, like I was wearing armor. Siobhan took the mask from the bed and handed it to me. The
velvet inside pulled tight against the skin. “I’m ready,” I said and went to find my friends. Of
course not Sarah. She had informed me that she was, in fact, not interested in a masquerade; and
had satisfied her desire to go to parties for the foreseeable future. There was no sense in
challenging her, so I climbed out of the night air and into a closed carriage.
Despite the wretchedness of my spirit, I found myself giddy all the way to the boys’
school where torches flamed bright against wet cobblestones. One by one, we were handed down
into a courtyard then directed into a foyer of white marble and muraled ceilings. When the sound
of stringed instruments came, Marie clutched my hand, a tremulous laugh at her lips. I had never
seen her nervous. “You look wonderful,” I assured as we at last stood at the head of a staircase
that looked down into a shining copper mosaic. High above hung a chandelier ablaze with
hundreds of taper candles.
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In the center of the room were two straight lines of masked men. Their clothes were
strikingly similar so that every mask, each unique, was a stark contrast. I tried to find Mr.
O’Shire, or even Andrew, in the crowd, to no avail. We waited until our headmistress and their
headmaster joined for the first dance. At this, the men approached us.
I watched the girls on the bottom step be invited to dance. Marie went with Mr.
Wyomington, whose identity was poorly concealed behind a thin red domino. She flashed me a
cheeky smile and disappeared into the crowd. A black haired man approached me. His full-face
mask was golden, the lips and eyebrows curling up high to make for an obscene smile that was
terrifying and hypnotizing. He wordlessly offered his hand and pulled me into the circle.
I was unfamiliar with the kick step the dance demanded, but my partner was certain,
though he said nothing as we made leaps. The song built and built into a crescendo that we
marked with a twirl. Decrescendo. Don’t forget the battement. We ended with our respective
curtsy and bow.
The next dance began, a rigaudon, and the dancing party divided into clusters of four.
Our group was joined by a couple. “A lovely evening, is it not?” the girl asked.
“Yes, mademoiselle, it is,” my partner said, the smooth tone betraying Mr. O’Shire at
once. My eyes went to his hair again. I fought back a laugh. A wig, is it?
As the music began in earnest, songs, pleasantries, and partners bled into one another. I
was sweating, out of breath, and almost forgetful of all the things that had happened to me over
the last few months. The hour turned late. When it was time for supper, Andrew appeared from
the crowd to offer his arm. “I’m happy to have found you,” he said.
He smelled of cedar. “And I am happy to be found,” I told him, meaning it and feeling
conflicted.
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The awkwardness fell away as we sat side-by-side, discussing the practicality of a
solarium, of a new music room, of an addition to his sister’s library. He was charming, easy to
talk to, and I enjoyed him immensely. In fact, it was easy to adore him. When he tried to
apologize for not telling me about the Madame’s real identity, I shushed him and quelled the
anger I felt towards Sarah for confiding in her twin. I tried not to think about either the duchess
or my future.
At the close of dinner, I politely declined Andrew’s request for another dance in favor of
the garden’s balcony for a breath of air. I didn’t want to talk to anyone who knew my secret. I
couldn’t bear the thought. I wanted to be alone with it. Even so, Mr. O’Shire’s appearance at my
side did not surprise me. He wore his mask and I wore mine, which made me brave enough to
take the hand he offered.
Down into a garden grown wild, he led us to a bench hidden by branches. We were alone.
My heart pounded. “What are you thinking?” I asked, moved by his pensive mood.
He quirked his lips. If I wasn’t mistaken, something about him struck me as sad. “I was
thinking about you.” I felt the full weight of his attention. “In truth, you’re quite unlike anyone
I’ve ever met.”
“Why is that?”
Mr. O’Shire stood up and strode from the bench with his hands on his hips in the
moonlight. “It’s frustrating to know you.” He took a step for each word like punctuation. A slight
smile hung from his lips like an elongated apology. “Some days you baffle me; but others make
me feel as though I know you.”
“You do not, sir,” I said as if trying to convince myself.
“You light five candles when you pray. You sweeten your tea with three sugar cubes.
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You are not an accomplished rider,” he teased with a broad, calloused finger laid across my lips.
“Your French is impeccable. You are tutored by an older, French gentleman. You look beautiful
in blue, despite not being given the pleasure often.” The pad of his thumb brushed my lower lip,
a wolfish glint in his eyes. “I know you are kind and funny and damnably clever. I’m not certain
I’ve ever admired someone so much in my life.” His eyes seemed to darken; breath that smelled
of sweet almond was hot as it fanned across my face. “What are you thinking?”
“Wondering how it is you know so much about me,” I whispered.
He took his hand away, though seemed slow to relinquish purchase against my face. “I
am observant, but I will admit my curiosity. It’s frightening how much servants know.”
“Who?” I asked with anger. Mr. O’Shire wisely shrugged. “What else?” Does he know
about her? My heart raced. I felt dizzy. Why would he pursue such questions with the house’s
staff? Was he the stranger the duchess warned me of?
Seeming to sense my fear, Mr. O’Shire placed a comforting hand on my shoulder. “You
have plenty of secrets left, I assure you. Do you believe that Ms. Siobhan would tell me a thing
about you? Barred from her counsel denies me access to your innermost thoughts, does it not?”
A strong breeze whipped through the trees and Mr. O’Shire’s expression changed into something
softer. “May I kiss you, Miss Davenport?”
I shivered. My eyes darted from his eyes to his lips. “You can’t be serious.”
“Always,” he said, grinning. “My question stands.”
Cursing myself a fool, it seemed as though I could neither deny the fact that I didn’t trust
Mr. O’Shire nor could I deny his pull. “Yes.”
His fingers brushed my cheek, tilting my chin, breath mingled. Mr. O’Shire’s lips were a
contrast to invisible stubble that sprouted on his chin. His tongue traced my lips in a slow,
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sensuous motion. Heat drew us together. My hand went from his shoulder to caress his neck,
feeling a pulse that I was not sure belonged to either me or him.
Teeth grazed my flesh. My fingers knocked off his wig and slipped into a nest of damp
red hair. It felt as soft as I had imagined. Moments passed until we seemed to part at once. Our
breath was ragged, faces still close. “Shit,” he whispered, giving me that disarming smile. “I’m
usually in better control of myself,” he said, voice sounding almost deeper. He straightened,
pushed a hand through his hair to flatten it. He made no motion to retrieve the wig. He threw me
a smile while pulling down his cuffs. “Are you all right?” he asked.
Some sort of sleepiness blinked its way out of my eyes. I couldn’t quite remember what
we had been talking about but moments ago. “Hm? Oh yes, fine.” My voice seemed odd, gentle
and something else I couldn’t place.
Mr. O’Shire looked as though he might eat me before his eyes shuttered, inhaling as he
did so. I watched his Adam’s apple bob. “What you must think of me. A gentleman shouldn’t
keep a lady from a party.” He sat beside me again. “He shouldn’t kiss her.”
He was mesmerizing, the snake in my garden. My eyelashes fluttered while my body
rolled forward, crashing my lips into his, arms twining around his neck. His body was hot against
my chilled fingers. He pulled me close, a growl curling out of his lungs, hands trailing down my
shoulders, playing close to my breasts but never close enough. I gasped after every lingering
kiss, pressing myself into him. “Stop,” I rasped.
He eased away at once. His eyes were different now. More intense, hooded, desirous,
hungry. He breathed raggedly for a few moments before seeming to settle into himself. I was
mortified by my behavior. “Mr. O’Shire,” I began.
“Oh no,” he interrupted with a hoarse laugh. “If you’re going to kiss me like that, you’d
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better call me ‘Patrick’.” Suddenly, he spun towards me, boot steps on flagstone, and pushed my
body behind his.
From around his shoulder I saw Andrew approaching with nothing short of alarm on his
unmasked face. “Elizabeth, is everything all right?”
“Mind your familiarity, boy,” Mr. O’Shire snapped.
Unbothered by the older man who stood at least a foot taller, Andrew braved coming
closer. “I suggest you step away from her, sir.”
“Everything’s perfectly fine, Andrew,” I said, blushing. “Mr. O’Shire and I were
enjoying the fresh air.”
Andrew assessed the situation and made it evident that he did not like what he found. He
unbuttoned his jacket, threw it to the ground, and raised his fists.
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Chapter 43
Whatever tension had existed between me and Mr. O’Shire disintegrated into one of violence.
My partner stood with shoulders squared. “I suggest you find your composure, sir,” he said in a
tone devoid of accent or emotion. Despite my rapidly beating heart, suspicion caught me hard.
“And I suggest you find your honor,” Andrew retorted. “I refuse to allow you to treat a
lady so uncouthly.” He presented his fists again.
Mr. O’Shire’s voice was composed, almost conversational, “Mr. Connor, I’ll offer this
last chance: Recover your costume and return to the party.”
It wasn’t that I doubted my friend’s capability, it was the fact that the redheaded man was
larger than him by half. “Andrew, please, there’s no need for this. We’ll return at once.”
He shook his head with a terrible frown. He was set. “This man is a rogue. I will not have
your reputation besmirched because of him, Elizabeth.”
“The only one in this garden with the power to ruin a reputation,” Mr. O’Shire said
coolly, “is you, Mr. Connor. All this outburst will do is draw attention. You’re being impulsive.”
I eased around Mr. O’Shire and eyed a path to the party. I did not know what to do. Stay
in case the altercation escalated? Leave them to work out their pride? “Gentlemen, please, there’s
no need for this.”
Nothing for a moment, then Mr. O’Shire said, “Apparently Mr. Connor thinks there is,
mademoiselle. You’re sure?” he asked Andrew, moving his fingers to his coat’s top button. The
Connor twin nodded, grim determination evident on his face. “Very well.” Mr. O’Shire removed
his jacket in full and revealed a pistol hanging from his side in a leather holster. I gasped. “Miss
Davenport, it would be best if you found your way inside.”
“Good Lord!” I exclaimed. “What on earth do you think you’re going to do?” Mr.
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O’Shire’s face was impassive. I sought Andrew’s eyes, pleading he stop the farce. “This is
ridiculous. There’s no reason for any of this. Let’s go. No one’s seen us.”
Mr. O’Shire stood with hands behind his back. Andrew took a bold step closer. How
could such a rational individual be so foolish?
“Don’t you dare hurt him,” I warned Mr. O’Shire.
He inclined his head. “Of course not.”
There wasn’t time to state a further case. Through a graceless swing of his fist, I watched
in horror as Andrew was swept off his feet and sent crashing to the ground in seconds. To his
credit, Mr. O’Shire hadn’t laid a hand on the younger man. Instead, he had quickly pressed his
shoulder into his opponent’s that led to his fall. Thinking it done, a great breath left me only to
be gathered back up when Andrew regained his feet and took another swing.
This time, Mr. O’Shire grabbed the smaller man by the arm, shoved him forward, and
drove his elbow between Andrew’s shoulder blades. “Stop,” he said. “You’re going to get
yourself hurt.”
“Andrew, please,” I cried.
Panting, the Connor twin stood. “You think you can do anything you want, don’t you?
You think you can muck about other people’s lives and nothing will happen? I won’t allow it,
you arrogant bastard.”
Eyes flashing between the two, I wondered what he knew about Mr. O’Shire that I didn’t.
Andrew launched himself again at his opponent. When the Irishman’s fist flew into the younger
man’s face, I realized how much mystery there still remained.
Hand to mouth, I squelched my scream as Andrew fell to the ground in an unconscious
heap. The fineness of my dress crumpled when I fell to my knees beside my friend. “Andrew?
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Andrew?” I tapped his face with my fingertips. Enraged, I turned to Mr. O’Shire as he calmly
collected his jacket. “You said you wouldn’t hurt him!”
“He left me no choice. The longer he went on, the higher the chances of our being
discovered,” he said, rebuttoning. The pistol was once again concealed like the secret it was.
“And what of this?” I rested Andrew’s head in my lap. “Some other unwitting couple
discovering his poor unconscious body wouldn’t cause a scandal?”
“He’ll wake up soon enough,” he said as he reached into his pocket for a flask. I again
watched in horror as he knelt and poured the liquor against Andrew’s lips.
The young man sputtered to life in an instant. He coughed, blue eyes looking up into
mine. A bruise was already starting to form along the ridge of his cheekbone. “Shh, shh, you’re
okay,” I said.
He grunted and struggled to his feet. “Jesus, O’Shire.” He reached for his mask. “You’re
a damned animal.”
Mr. O’Shire stood still and said nothing.
“Please, Andrew, let’s go,” I said. It was unsettling how calm Mr. O’Shire was. “We’ll
have been missed by now.”
“You’re right,” he conceded. Our faces covered, I left with a hand on Andrew’s arm and
an eye on Mr. O’Shire. He didn’t move, merely watched.
“What the hell was that?” I scolded fiercely as we retreated.
“I was defending your honor,” he replied.
I scoffed. “No, you overreacted. And now you’ve gone and gotten yourself hurt.
Impulsive, indeed. What would your sister think?”
“Yes, well,” he grumbled, “what would she think of you meeting with a man in the

216
middle of a garden late at night? Practically begging for rumors to start?”
We mounted the stairs. “You and I both know she won’t care about that. But getting into
a fight? Really.” I was beyond exasperated. “What do you know about him?”
“What?”
“You said he couldn’t get away with interfering in other people’s lives. What do you
know about him?” I demanded.
Andrew paused with a hand on the bannister. “Oh, that…I suppose I have an inclination
for the dramatic after all. O’Shire is a right bastard, but there’s not much to be known about him.
Just showed up a few months ago with that Wyomington fellow and a few other young ones.”
“So, what you said…” I stood a step up and looked down at him with a realization.
“Because you were jealous? More than an inclination towards the dramatic, it would seem.”
He suddenly became very interested in the garden.
I rested my palm against his shoulder, making him look at me. “I rarely need rescue,
especially of the dramatic variety.”
It was as though his pride deflated in front of me. Still, he chuckled. “Of course, you’re
right. I’m sorry for the trouble I caused.”
“Besides that,” I continued, “I’m not convinced it wise for me to know Mr. O’Shire.”
“Perhaps not,” he said and offered his arm again. “Forgive me?”
“Of course. Let’s go,” I answered, jumping at the chance to shed myself from the
awkward situation. The more distance I put between us and Mr. O’Shire’s quick fists and all his
mystery, the better.
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Chapter 44
Piccadilly, London
My presence was requested by the duchess before many of the girls had even gone to bed, a fact
the Siobhan endlessly grumbled about as she dressed my hair. “Had I known sooner, I would
have had your dress pressed, ready.”
“I’m just as surprised as you are,” I replied with a yawn. The circles under my eyes were
dark and deep. “It’s not my fault the Madame wakes with the sun.”
“The sun’s barely up,” she mumbled and affixed another pin. “Couldn’t even allow you
to talk with your friends about the party last night.”
“We’ll be talking of it for weeks to come, I’m certain.” Out in the hall I could hear
stomping feet coming towards my room. Siobhan and I watched the door as it nearly exploded
inwards. Sarah was standing in her nightgown, hair wild. “My God,” I cried, “what’s wrong?”
“My brother sent me a letter saying Mr. O’Shire assaulted him,” she said. It sounded like
she was accusing me of some crime.
“Already? I thought he would wait at least until supper,” I said. “Is he feeling well?”
“No!” she cried. “That brute hit him in the face! And for what?”
“Lower your voice,” I cautioned.
“And for what?” she asked no softer than before. “Because he thought you were in some
danger? That your honor was in the balance?”
I rolled my eyes. “I didn’t ask for his help, nor did I need it. Anything your brother
conjured up in the nature of my needing was of his own invention. I told him not to get involved,
but all of a sudden he’s interested in fisticuffs and displays of grandeur.”
She stood with the door still open, wringing her hands. I was frustrated, but knew that
Sarah needed reassurances. Siobhan finished with my hair, allowing me the chance to gather my
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friend into a gentle embrace. “He’s fine, I promise. A little squabble, that’s all. The bruise will
fade, and so will the memory.” We leaned away from one another. “Why don’t you go back to
bed? I have to see the Madame.”
“Why?” she asked as she seemed to come back to her senses.
I kissed her cheek. “I suppose I have to find out, don’t I?”
An hour later, I was in a salon waiting for the woman who claimed to be my
grandmother. When she at last graced my presence, she brought a guest. A handsome man of a
certain age bowed at once. I rose to curtsy to the duchess. “Good morning, Madame.” I gave her
a meaningful look.
She inclined her head. “Ma petite, allow me to introduce my dear friend Stanislas Marie
Adélaïde, comte de Clermont-Tonnerre.”
“You flatter me, Madame,” the man said. Why is a Frenchman paying call to the Grand
Duchess in London? I wondered. The comte bounded across the room for my hand. “And
Mademoiselle, it is a pleasure to meet you at last. I have never seen our Madame so happy.” The
comte’s green eyes were large and unable to hide the unnamable thing that lurked within them.
“Wonderful to hear, sir,” I said uncertainly. “Are you often in my grandmother’s
company?” I asked, curious to know why he was here.
The comte nodded. “Yes, Mademoiselle, as often as she will tolerate me. The Madame
believes in many things I agree with, which sometimes requires a good deal of confidence.” A
sly look returned to his expression. “I hope, in due time, that we too will be of close
acquaintance.”
What a peculiar thing to say, I thought but held my tongue. “Having just come into the
Madame’s company myself, I believe I will have a great need of friends.”
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“Pray you select them carefully,” the comte replied, and I was struck by his serious tone.
“Oh la, I beg your forgiveness for dour conversation.” His face broke into a smile that made him
look years younger. “I have taken too much of your time. I will leave you both to your breakfast.
An honor to meet you.”
Though he bowed to the Madame, he didn’t leave until she deigned with a head nod.
When we were alone, she gestured to the couch and called for breakfast. “Thank you for joining
me, ma petite.” A handful of footmen piled into the room with a small table, stacks of fabric and
plates, and a candelabra. In moments, a lovely setting was laid out before us. While it was a nice
morning to enjoy breakfast in a salon, I believed that the table and making me wait were displays
of her power.
“Had I known you would want to see me so early, I would have endeavored to go to bed
earlier,” I said.
She ignored me. “Ferdinand, where is the oolong?”
One of the footman gestured to the door where a maid was already hurrying forward with
a pot. When there was a proper English breakfast in front of us, she scattered away her attendants
with a gentle wave of her hand.
“Madame,” I said, losing my patience. “Are you going to tell me why you’ve brought me
at this ungodly hour?”
The door opened yet again to admit a harried looking maid. She dropped a curtsy and ran
across the room to get an envelope in the duchess’s hand, whispering something I could not hear.
“Très bien. Allez maintenant.” The Madame began reading as though I wasn’t there.
Why am I here if you’re not going to talk to me? Irritation flared. “I can leave, if you
would like.”
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“That’s not necessary,” she said without looking at me. “Eat.” I drank my tea and
watched as the Madame’s brow furrowed.
Without a word, she got up, walked to the fire, and threw the fine linen paper into its
flames. I raised my eyebrows but remained silent as she returned to my side. “It is difficult to
receive news we do not want,” she observed.
“Who was that from?” I asked as the note curled in on itself.
“Maximilien. A young lawyer from Artois. We met at Versailles years ago. I thought
him,” she paused, “interesting. One of those young politicians. He wrote an essay a few years
ago, you know. I believe he was given an award for it.”
My eyes widened at my recognition of the name. Garrett had given me a copy of the
essay after coming home after a brief stay in Pairs. I had found it scintillating, but had kept my
opinion to myself. “Robespierre? That letter was from Robespierre? I thought he was considered
rather,” I leaned into whisper, “radical.”
She grinned. “Who told you that?”
“No one told me anything. I’ve read his work,” I said. “His ideas…well, he just doesn’t
seem the sort with whom you would associate yourself.”
There was a little shrug that said it all: She could associate with whomever she wished.
She was the Grand Duchess, after all. Still, I had questions.
“You are wanting more,” she said. “I would be surprised if you didn’t.” I looked at her
expectantly. “Now, now, ma chérie, you will never be given anything in this life, you must take
what you want. You want information, non? Ask for it.”
Has that been the test this whole time? I took a deep breath then exhaled in a swift gust.
“Why are you speaking to a man like Robespierre?”
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“As you said, the young man has many ideas; but, he is dedicated to the people. He is
young, but someday he will achieve much.”
“Why associate with him at all? Robespierre talks of rights for the common man. Is that
the sort of thing you approve of being…” I waved a lazy hand around the grand room.
There was a something intense about her lips. She spoke deliberately, “Fire is wild,
Elizabeth, and it can destroy everything in its path. If you take that same fire, put it in a grate,
contain it, then it will keep you warm all the days of your life. I will teach how to tame fire, ma
petite, if you are but willing to listen.”
“I am willing to listen,” I said. “But I must know what you want from me first.”
“You are my granddaughter, the grandchild of the Grand Duke of France. If something,
God forbid, were to happen to the royal family….”
“What are you talking about? If you hadn’t noticed, I happen to be a girl. My father
wasn’t a king. We’ve been here before, Madame. Nothing’s change.”
“And I have told you twice: your father was nothing, but you are not. You are a princess
of the blood. Soon you will be more beloved than the Queen ever was. People will clamor at the
very sight of you. They will seek your counsel and protection more than the King. You will be
the heir to the throne, because I will make it so.”
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Chapter 45
My breathing seemed shallow in my chest. There was a large weight of implication on me.
“Pardon me, Madame, but I don’t think I heard you.”
“I was clear, ma petite.” She speared me with her gaze yet again. The woman was
relentless. “All that is left to discuss now is what to do with you. What to do with your future.”
“What do you mean by that?” I tried to laugh, hoping that she was joking. She didn’t
laugh. “You cannot be serious.”
“Always.”
My fingers began to tremble. “What can I possibly say? What do you want me to say?” I
shouldn’t have come. I should have stayed at home and had breakfast with my friends. I should
have told her I would have no part in her plans the day she told me she was my grandmother!
“You’re asking me to-to…I’m not entirely certain what it is you’re asking me to do. What is it
I’m meant to do?”
She huffed. “Isn’t it obvious? You’re–”
The sentence was cut off by the sound of a scuffle coming down the hall. Someone was
shouting, “Get your damned hands off me, you devil!”
The assumed devil replied, “Monsieur, please the Madame will not see you now!”
“I must see her. Do you know who I am?”
“Of course I do, monsieur that is not the issue.” A grunt. “Monsieur, please! She cannot
see you now!”
“Get off of me!” It was the intruder’s turn to grunt before the salon door swung open with
a slam. Beyond them was a disheveled man with a crooked nose and wide-set eyes. He looked
frightened. “Madame, we must speak,” he said.
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The duchess frowned. “What is the meaning of this, Maximilien? Can you not see I am
with someone already?”
“It could not wait.”
“Your letter implied you were in Paris still.”
His blue eyes flicked to me then back to the duchess, as though I were no more
significant than a sofa. “Of course. I wanted it that way in case someone read it before it was in
your hands. Raul has been taken,” he announced solemnly.
This had the Madame on her feet. “Mon Dieu!” she cried. “Que se passe-t-il? Avez-vous
déjà parlé au capitaine?” Her speech was rapid, but I understood enough. She wanted to know
what had been done.
Who is the captain? I wondered.
“J'aurais si votre chien ne m'avait pas arrêté.” Robespierre gestured to the older
gentleman ringing his hands just beside him.
“Nous devons parler.” We must speak. “Stay here, Elizabeth, until we are done. “ She
started for the door. “Tell Talehot if you require anything.”
“But–” I started. There was nothing to keep me here if she was gone. “You can’t meant to
make me wait! We were discussing–”
“Later, ma petite.” Her steps hurried out of the room with the speed of a much younger
woman. The door closed behind them, leaving me alone in the wake of the duchess’s aspirations.
And now Robespierre was here in the flesh bearing news of such import that it compelled her
from my side? What is happening?
“What am I doing here?” I asked no one. Breakfast sat cooling with every parting
moment. An heir to a throne? Grief has made her mad, I thought. I wanted to go home and
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forget the whole business. I don’t want any of this. I want to leave grief and strife behind for as
long as I can. That’s all. I want a place in this world, but not like this.
Resolved, I folded my napkin, stood, and started for the foyer only to find the old man
Talehot waiting for me.
“Bonjour, Mademoiselle. Comment puis-je vous aider?” he asked.
“I’d like to go home now,” I said, taking a step up the hall.
He moved with me, blocking my path. “I’m afraid that is impossible at the moment,
Mademoiselle. I beg your forgiveness.”
I crossed my arms in an errant pout. “Why is that? I would think that the Madame would
want me happy.”
Despite his pleasant smile, I knew he was uncomfortable with the contradiction I
presented. “Yes, Mademoiselle; but the Madame has also requested you stay until she has
concluded her business with M Robespierre.”
Frustration filled me. “But I want to leave.”
“C’est impossible.” He at least had the wherewithal to look repentant.
“And you’ll keep me here against my will? That’s ridiculous.” I snorted and pointed
towards the exit. “What if I decide to walk home?”
“Please, Mademoiselle.” There was a sliver of panic in his expression. “Please.”
It was that sliver that told me not to try my luck. Who knew what she was capable of?
While I wanted to go home, I didn’t want to test the duchess’s resolve. I returned to the salon,
shutting Talehot out. “This is absolute madness!” I said to the door, knowing that he heard me.
Instead of going back to my breakfast, I began to pace. Everything seemed like it was
unravelling. Whatever pleasant facade the Madame had first erected proved itself to be every bit
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as dangerous as I had originally thought. Hadn’t my life already been put into danger once? Who
knew what would come when she tried to make me an heir.
“It is madness, isn’t it?” a voice came from beside me.
I turned and found a tall man in all black standing at my shoulder. I opened my mouth to
scream but he placed a finger to his lips, shaking his head. Nothing had heralded the new comer.
He was simply there. Frightened, I clutched my locket. “Mademoiselle,” he intoned, voice dark
and smooth. Though his hair was silvering at the temples and his face bore scars, he was
consummately handsome. “How good it is to meet you at last.”
“Who are you?” I whispered.
He bowed. “Marshall Hammett, master-at-arms, at your service.”
“A marshall? Are you in the Madame’s service?” I had never met a man so highly ranked
in my life. Why isn’t he wearing anything to denote his rank?
“I am, Mademoiselle. Would you mind if I kept you company until the Madame returns?
You’ve yet to finish your meal.” He gestured to the table, going so far as to pour himself a cup of
tea.
I looked him up and down again. There could be no doubt that the man was a soldier,
even if there was no sword at his side. He walked with purpose. “Are you meant to keep me here
should I decide to leave?” I asked.
“It doesn’t matter to me what you do, Mademoiselle. The door is there.” He pointed a
disinterested finger. “It is not locked. I’m sure if the Madame wants you here, you will be kept;
but your keeping is not my responsibility. Join me.” It sounded more like a demand than a
request.
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Trusting him seemed foolish. I refused to sit. “Forgive me for my candor, sir, but I do not
believe that you are overly interested in these pleasantries.”
He leaned back into the sofa with a leg crossed over a knee. His dark eyes were devoid of
any emotion. A shiver ran through me. “No, I am not. I only wished to meet the girl who led my
brother to his death.”
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Chapter 46
The hairs on my arms stood up of their own volition. I felt weak at the knees. “What are you
talking about?” I whispered as rage began to build. Before I knew it, I was shouting: “Why don’t
I ever know what anyone is bloody talking about?”
His face remained impassive as he gestured for me to sit beside him yet again. I refused
to move. He stood, a dark cloud gathering behind his eyes. “Sit down,” he growled.
I ground my feet into the ground. “Or what?”
In a second, he snapped my arms into a harsh grip. He had fire in his eyes and fury on his
lips. “Sit. It’s your fault he’s dead. You owe me this.”
Using my palms to slam into his chest, I wrenched myself away. “Keep your hands off of
me! I owe you nothing.”
Seeming to remember himself, the man blinked several times then said, “You’re right.
My apologies. I’m a bit…overwhelmed. Perhaps, you would be so good as to sit with me?”
As I prepared to tell him to leave, I couldn’t help but sense a deep sorrow within the man.
Against my instinct, I sat. Once beside him, I could appreciate the man’s youth. He did not seem
to me much older than Malcolm. Even in the bright light of morning, his eyes were deep as pitch.
His jaw was strong, cheekbones high and defined, and a certain quality about him that made it
difficult to place his actual age. There was something frightening in that.
He removed a small cheroot case from his breast pocket. He gestured to it in silent
askance. With my permission, he began to smoke. “You’re the reason he didn’t come home,
Mademoiselle. I don’t think there’s anything confusing about that particular sin.”
“That is a terrible accusation to make,” I said fiercely. “And for something I had no
knowledge of or control over? How dare you?” Marshall Hammett’s eyebrows lowered into that
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of contrition. He cleared his throat, prepared to say something, but then seemed to think better of
it. My heart fluttered and I no longer cared about my vulnerability or my anger in that moment. I
felt reckless in my pursuit of knowledge. “You knew them? Malcolm and Maddie?”
He deliberated. The sadness that twinkled in the opaque blackness of his eyes was
swallowed when he caught me staring. “I knew Liam.” My breath caught. There he was, a
connection to a past for which I was so desperate. “I knew him when he was fresh from Scotland
and I knew him when he was known by a thousand other names. He was my brother.”
The heart that fluttered began to beat with fury. “You were the other soldier the Madame
sent with my mother.” He refused to look at me. My hands twisted into fists as I stared at the
floral patterning of my teacup in the hopes that I would not cry. Two devastated spirits sat sideby-side, seeking meaning in the deaths of people they loved. A clock struck nine. “There was so
much I didn’t know,” I whispered after some time had gone by in the wake of the chimes. “So
much they didn’t tell me.”
Marshall Hammett sighed, smoke unfurling from his lips. I had never seen another
human being in such pain, no matter how much he try and mask it. “If it makes you feel any
better, I blame myself every day for their deaths,” I said.
There was no softening of the man’s tone when he said, “The nature of your birth kept all
of you in danger. It was bound to happen. It was a miracle you all stayed alive as long as you did.
He knew the dangers when he decided to take you. He knew the dangers of getting Cherbourg
involved.” The marshall’s hand hovered near mine for a moment before returning to his leg. It
didn’t seem as though emotion came easy to him. He reached into his coat for a flask. After
taking a long drink, he offered it to me.
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I sat with his bitterness heavy all around me. I drank. While the whiskey burned, I
refused to let the marshall know I was in pain. Quelling a cough, I asked, “Why did they keep
me? Why wouldn’t they go home?”
He rubbed his neck, pausing as though there was a bit of flesh that caused him some pain.
“Christ, do you really want to know?”
A laugh ripped itself from my lips. I pushed myself to the edge of my seat and reached
for the man’s hand as they rested limply against the sofa. “God help me, I do.”
He eased his fingertips away, clearly uncomfortable with the contact. The man’s face was
infuriatingly impassive as he said, “It was our fault your family was killed.” The words lingered
in the air. I could see them, could almost touch: Our fault. Our fault.
I stood up so quickly the place setting crashed to the floor, spilling food and glass. The
door swung open. “Mademoiselle, are you all right?” Marshall Hammett snapped and pointed his
finger at the concerned Talehot. The older man left with a bowed head. We were alone again. My
visitor made no move to comfort me.
Instead, he continued as though rattling off a supper menu, “After the fire, I left to inform
the Monsieur. Liam stayed to find whoever attacked the Mademoiselle. He was intended to
retaliate, report, and return. But while I was away, he found you,” the last word was nearly
growled. The marshall’s emotions seemed to be crammed back down once more as he continued,
“And he didn’t come back. He convinced Cherbourg help keep you safe.”
My head hurt as the revelation, letter, and their deaths tried to exist together.
He nodded grimly. “As much as I hated his decision to stay, I admired him for
convincing such a talented soldier to revoke her duty and stay at his side.”
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That seemed the impossibility. Gentle Maddie? The woman who held me in her arms
when I was sick? The woman who taught me to sing? “She was a soldier? A soldier?”
“Without a doubt,” he said. He was smoking again as he leaned into the plushness of the
pillows. He looked at complete ease. “One of the finest officers I have ever known. She was a
crack shot. I once saw her shoot out a hawk’s eye, midflight.” He chuckled and took another sip
of his whiskey. “But that was a long time ago.”
Eyes wide, I refused to believe him. Maddie would never shoot bird. She despised killing.
She couldn’t possibly be a soldier. They told me. They told me. “No, no, no. Maddie came to
London when she was a child. She and Malcolm met here in London. They were married at St.
John’s!”
Marshall Hammett put a hand over his eyes and began to laugh. It was quiet at first, a
chuckle. But it built and built until it was the sound of a man losing his senses. “Is that what they
told you?” He continued to laugh, doubled over with it. I clenched my fists. “They-they were
trained in Paris! Ha! God knows they weren’t married.”
Tears at the corners of my eyes, I pushed his shoulder with all the petulance of a child.
“Shut up! You’re a liar!”
The marshall leaned back, shrugging off my attack. He wiped his eyes even as he
continued to chuckle. “I gain nothing in lying to you, Mademoiselle.”
I stamped my foot. “Why? Why didn’t they tell me?”
This seemed to sober him. “Impossible to know now. It was our duty to keep your family
safe, Mademoiselle. I suppose, after he found you, Liam wanted to continue what he’d been
commissioned to do.”
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“And in the end…it killed them both.” My knees gave, depositing me back on the sofa. A
small tear came from the corner of my eye. It was brushed aside by the marshall’s thumb.
“Yes, it did,” he said. “They did their duty. But take heart, my dear. Life kills us all. And
they would have done anything to keep you safe. Even if that meant giving up their identities and
staying in London, far away from Paris. Away from the Madame and her plans.”
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Chapter 47
Marshall Hammett blew more smoke as I sat stammering. “That shouldn’t surprise you. Most of
this world exists to do you harm.” The phrase reminded me of Malcolm. “And unlike everyone
else who is so worried about keeping you ignorant,” he flicked ash into a nearby tray, “I think it
best to tell you now so you won’t be caught off guard later.”
“Off-guard?”
“God yes. The Madame intends to take you to a den of wolves. Where did you think she
wanted to take you? A heavenly place full of saints and sweets?” Marshall Hammett grinned
with malice. “Paris is a festering wound that grows more putrid with each passing day.” He
laughed at my wide eyes. “No fault of yours not knowing that. Your caretakers were deliberate in
keeping you from unpleasantness. Why tell you about a place they thought you would never be
taken?”
“Are you trying to dissuade from me leaving?” I snapped.
He snorted, drinking some more. “Certainly. Nothing good will come of you in Paris. Of
that, there can be no doubt.”
I glared at him. “How can you know that?”
He shrugged. “I know everything.”
That was more than enough. “You are nothing more than a conceited, bitter man! Sitting
there and telling me my life is nothing more than a lie, as though it meant less than the ground
beneath your feet!”
We locked gazes. He considered me, face inscrutable. “You remind me of your mother,”
he said at last. How easy it was to reduce me to nothing. “She was just as fiery, though never
quite as terrifying. Maybe Liam taught you something after all.”
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Marshall Hammett snorted, moving for another drink. I placed my hand on the flask. “I’d
rather talk to you before you forget your own name.” He conceded. “Why did Maddie and MalLiam,” I corrected myself, “want to keep me away from Paris so badly?”
“Because that’s what your mother wanted,” he stated. “Surely you know at least that by
now. There was no way the Madame could pretend that her daughter didn’t refuse her.”
“She didn’t. The Madame let me read a letter my mother sent. It was quite obvious that
there was no intention of returning to Paris. Because of my father?”
He rolled his eyes. “Is that what she told you? That was a part of it, certainly, but B never
wanted to go back home. No matter the circumstances.”
The familiarity made me laugh with delight. “You called her ‘B’?”
The marshall looked out the window. “She hated the way her mother treated her like a
pawn, especially after her brother was killed.” He cleared his throat. “She didn’t want to marry a
fop to help fund her mother’s political games, so she ruined her reputation.”
“What?” I nearly yelped. My mother, a fallen woman.
“Oh yes. There was nothing we could do about that. She knew she would have to marry
one way or another. She chose it on her terms.”
“Did my grandmother know?”
“I told her. Liam and I argued over it for weeks. The idiot.”
No, he must have been protecting her, I thought defensively. “Why didn’t he want the
Madame to know? It wouldn’t change anything, would it?”
“He wouldn’t put it beyond the duchess to convince some lesser lord to marry your
mother, whether she wanted to or not. He wanted to wait until she was pregnant. But even
then…” Marshall Hammett shook his head as he petered off in thought.
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I grabbed his forearm. “Even then what?”
“I wouldn’t doubt that the duchess would have a child vanished in the night if it meant
advancing her goals.”
My skin broke out in a cold sweat. “That can’t be true. No one could be so cruel.” Not
after all she’s said about family.
A sudden blackness of spirit overtook the marshall. He leveled his finger at me. “Never
doubt the cruelty of man. Never. I told Liam that we could keep B and her husband safe should
anything ever come of it, but I was wrong. I should have listened to him. I should have done the
job I was tasked, no matter the consequences.” He cupped my jaw in the mass of his palm.
“When I tell you to stay in London away from your grandmother, Elizabeth, you should heed my
warning.”
There was no doubt in my mind that this was a man who seldom felt fear; but, in that
moment, I saw it clear as day. My bottom lip trembled as the question I needed an answer to
came to it: “Who…killed my mother?”
He blinked, hand falling away. “What?”
Emboldened, I pushed further than ever, “Was it the Viper?”

235
Chapter 48
His face blanched. For a moment, I felt a hollow victory. The man whose identity had eluded me
for weeks and weeks was finally before me. But what did an answer bring me? Satisfaction?
Never, it seemed.
Marshall Hammett frowned. “No, it wasn’t him.” My heart plummeted. So close to an
answer, only to discover that I was wrong after all. “Though I am in utter suspense as to how you
know that name. Would you care to enlighten me?”
“I found a letter.” I dug in my pocket and handed it to him.
He unfolded it. “Do you keep all of your correspondence with you?”
“Just the important ones. I found that in their things…after,” I said delicately. “It took me
and my friends weeks to puzzle it out. Over a dozen languages, you know.”
“I do,” he said. A certain fondness filled his eyes. “What a clever girl you are. It was
never meant to be worked through, especially at that length. Very difficult to manage that many
parts of speech.”
I scrutinized his face, wondering how so much unhappiness could be carried. “You wrote
it,” I stated. There was a soul that had wanted nothing more than the best for a man who was, for
all intents and purposes, his brother. The mystery was over. “You’re Cornwall.”
The man stilled. “I have no–”
“No, no, no, no, don’t lie to me,” I started with anger at the ready. “I’m tired of people
lying to me. I’m not stupid. I worked hard for that translation. I deserve an answer.”
Hammett hung his head in knowing defeat. “Tha mise.”
The answer that I had so tirelessly pursued did little to fill the empty spot in my stomach.
“You told him to come back. Warned him that something was coming.” I pointed to the end of
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the letter. “You told him it was dangerous to be alone in London. Why didn’t he listen? Why
sever contact with the Viper instead of bringing me to my grandmother?”
“It wasn’t just Vipère,” he said. “Liam and Cherbourg wanted to leave their regiments
behind.” Marshall Hammett shook his head with frustration. “You want to know why my brother
wouldn’t come home. I’ve already told you. He was carrying out your mother’s wishes.”
The marshall was right. It was difficult to maintain all of my thoughts. I pressed my
fingertips to my temples. “But why sever contact?”
“Vipère played liaison between the Madame and Bathilde. He was the only person who
knew where any of you were. Perhaps more importantly, he was one of the only people Liam and
Cherbourg trusted.” He cleared his throat yet again. “But after they left the service…not even the
best of us could find them.”
I slammed my palm into my forehead. Marshall Hammett looked alarmed. “Then what
did you mean about something coming? By God, tell me what you mean!”
He eyed the letter. “Everyone wanted to kill Bathilde,” he said as though asking for more
tea. “She was a princess of the blood. It isn’t so unusual. And any child of hers would naturally
be a target, girl or boy.”
“And the danger?” I pointed to the word that had caused me the most fear. “Was it real?
Or did you make it up to get him to come home?”
Marshall Hammett shifted, glass cracking under his feet as he moved to stand. He stared
hard at the door. “It’s real. It’s always been real.”
Talehot pushed into our realm. His face showed the fullness of his horror at the mess
before being masked by the perfect servant’s impassiveness. The Madame stood in the doorway
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behind him, terrible in her frown. Her voice was icy when she asked, “What lies are you filling
her head with, Augustus?”

238
Chapter 49
“Good morning, Madame,” Marshall Hammett said, bowing. The room was filled with an
undeniable hostility. My breath hastened as I waited for the duchess to respond. I could feel her
surveying us and the state of the room. What is she thinking? I wondered.
“The Mademoiselle and I were reminiscing about a mutual friend. Surely you won’t
begrudge us that,” he said, voice saturated in sweetness that smacked of mockery.
She was unmoved. “I begrudge you much, Augustus. Certainly more so where my
granddaughter is considered.”
“Shall I see myself flogged, Madame?” he asked, still civil.
“Go,” she stated, a simmering fury.
Marshall Hammett bowed again. “Of course. A pleasure to meet you at last,
Mademoiselle.” He turned his back to the duchess and left the room through a previously unseen
door without a sound.
The Madame watched him go. “Ungrateful dog,” she said.
I was stunned.
“Forgive him his insolence, ma petite. He is an angry man.” With good reason, I thought
but did not say. There was no point in engaging her ire. “Talehot, see to the mess at once. Come
with me.” She left down the hall without another word.
We folded into another parlor, this one white and cream. It felt clean. The Madame sat in
a plush, high back chair. She gestured to a backless settee. Once seated, I bore the force of her
gaze. “What did he say to you?” she asked.
Looking away, I said, “He told me about Malcolm…and my mother.”
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“Augustus should learn to mind his tongue.” She sniffed. “Never trust the words of a
wounded soul, Elizabeth. They are always liars.”
I did not mention the letter. “Have you finished your business, Madame?” I asked.
“Yes.”
“And the mysterious Raul?” I asked. “Will he be returned home safely?”
Her eyebrow arched at my impertinence. “There will be time to discuss all of that later. I
hoped to return to our conversation before we were interrupted.”
“What is there to say?” I found myself laughing. “You told me you intended on making
me an heir to the French throne. I don’t recall having a coherent answer at the ready.”
“But you have questions now,” she said.
“I have a thousand!”
She waved her hand through the air. “Start with one.”
I looked around the room in the hopes of finding some ground. Landing on the nearest
settee, I said, “Ah, this: You never mentioned how you meant to make such a thing happen. I
may as well be a bastard. There is no place for me in that line.”
The Madame shrugged her delicate shoulders. “Mutantur omnia nos et mutamur in illis.”
She scrutinized me and my talent for Latin.
“‘All things change, and we change with them.’ What do you mean?” I asked, not certain
I would like the answer.
“It was a favorite saying of your grandfather’s.” She smiled, a sight that caused a shiver
to run through me. “Victors must make the change they seek.” There was a scratching at the
door. “Come, Talehot.” The door opened immediately and the obedient man came to stand
before us. He looked expectant. “How long have you been with my staff?” the Madame asked.
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“Thirty-five years, Madame,” he said, beaming.
My eyes widened. It was common for servants to stay with one family their entire lives,
but part of me marveled at Talehot’s sustained devotion.
“And before?”
“Before you, Madame?”
“Yes. Tell her.”
It was obvious the memories gave him pain, but he did not refuse the request. I wasn’t
sure he could. “Before the Madame, life was very difficult.” His eyes sought the duchess’s like
he needed guidance.
She inclined her head. “Dites-lui tout.”
“Oui, Madame.” He turned to me in full before taking a deep, steadying breath. “I was
not born to wealth, Mademoiselle. My mother had eight children she struggled to feed. She
apprenticed me to a tanner when I was seven.” Talehot’s flat tone made it apparent that he had
told his story many times. “When the time came, I married a lovely girl. We had a beautiful
daughter.” His voice cracked, belying a deeper emotion. I watched him closely as I felt the
Madame doing the same to me.
“We were happy.” He cleared his throat. Sniffed. “Then the pox came. I was spared, but
my family…” The man took out a handkerchief and wiped his nose. I felt tears in my own eyes.
“Pardon-moi. I cannot tell you the desolation I felt, Mademoiselle. Such pain in every moment
of every day. I began to drink and gamble, anything to distract me. In truth, I tried to kill
myself.”
“You poor man,” I whispered.
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He shook his head. “Please, Mademoiselle, I do not deserve your pity. I acted like a wild
sinner, and I lost everything because of it. No home, no work.” He shook his head. “I had to live
in the mud, doing whatever I could for my bread. I was damned. But then,” he continued,
walking across the room to kneel before the Madame. My eyes widened at the display. “Then the
Madame came, as she did of every Sunday.”
“I am not so saintly,” the Madame said with fingertips to the older man’s cheek.
He stared at her with absolute devotion, fat tears on his lashes. “Everyone knows of her
kind spirit, Mademoiselle. She cares for those less-fortunate souls. She showers them with
money, employment, medicines, education.” He shook his head in wonder. “Her heart is so full
that she taught her son to be–”
“Not that,” the Madame snapped like a whip. I jumped. “Never that.”
Talehot looked as though he might crumple. He did not move until the Madame gestured
for him to continue. “I lived so many years without hope, praying to God to kill me. But He
didn’t. Instead, He struck me with a fever. On a Sunday. Oh, I was such a wretched thing in my
hovel, unable to move. No one dare go near me, fearful they would be plagued by my sickness.”
Talehot pressed his hand to his heart. “But not the Madame. No. She heard of me, where
I was, and then she had me taken to her home. I was attended by her own doctor! Can you
believe such generosity? Such goodness?” I gasped, finding myself beyond moved. “And when I
was again altogether better, she came to my side and asked me to stay in her service.” Streams
began to pour down his face. “On that day, I swore my loyalty and have not left her side since.”
Talehot regained his footing with some stumbling. When he did, he came and took one of
my hands into both of his. “Her kindness of spirit never ceases to amaze, Mademoiselle. I count
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myself honored to be in her confidence.” You should, too, was implied but not said. He kissed
my fingers before releasing me. “How much better off France would be if she was in power?”
The story was a testament to my grandmother’s power that a man would be reduced to
tears in simply speaking of her. There was no doubt that Talehot was only one of many souls the
Madame had rescued. Even Katherine had expressed awe. Then why, I wondered, is Marshall
Hammett so desperate for me to reconsider my leaving? Did I not want to help those who knew
lowness? It stirred my spirit to know that Talehot had been rescued by my grandmother’s good
heart.
“You may go,” the Madame said.
Talehot dabbed his eyes, bowed, and left. “That is quite a story,” I said, wiping away my
own face. “Though I must know why you thought it important I hear it.”
The Madame crooked a finger so that I might stand by her side. She grabbed my arm with
a painful grip. I was forced to crouch. She began to whisper, “I want them to love you as much
as Talehot loves me, Elizabeth.” Harshness began to creep into her tone. “I want the masses to
clamor when they see you. I want them to fall at your feet. I want them to love you so senselessly
that they refuse to follow anyone else. Not the Queen, the King, or even God. I want you to own
the world.”
Fear crackled in my heart, some part that adamantly wanted to refuse her desires. “You
sound as though you want to start a revolution,” I said shakily.
She pushed me away and began to chuckle. “Oh, ma petite,” she began with brown eyes
cool and alert. “I already have.”

243
Chapter 50
I willed my feet to stay flat on the floor even as I refused to let my astonishment show. A
revolution? “And you want me to finish what you’ve started,” I said.
“Help an old woman to stand,” she requested, holding out her hand. Once on my arm, she
said, “This is not a conversation for a parlor. We must have privacy.”
I cast an uncertain glance around the room but decided not to remark on its empty nature.
She surely knew more than I did when it came to matters of subterfuge. I followed her direction
through the townhouse, going up to the second floor. There were answers to be had. At the end
of the hall, she pushed into a room without a handle.
There were no windows. On the table burned three candles, shrouding the rest of the
room in darkness. When she closed the door, I couldn’t hear anything beyond our breathing.
“What are we doing here?” I asked.
“I told you,” she said as she put her hands on the tabletop and stared at me, “we needed a
place where we would not be overheard.”
I looked around the room in the hopes of grounding my thoughts from the onslaught of
my grandmother’s ridiculous notions. There was only the table and candles, no seats or paintings
or even so much an inkwell. “And this is such a place?” I walked to the side of the room to brush
my palm against the panels.
“Yes. The walls are very thick.” I knocked to test the statement. There was no hint of
hollowness. “No chance of anyone lurking behind them.”
“So,” I drawled as I stood across from her, “discussing the small matter of starting a
revolution would be appropriate here?”
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Her brown eyes were transformed into velvet. It was easier to trust her when the dark hid
her fierceness. “Yes, ma petite.”
“Oh, good, because that is precisely what I would like to discuss.” I tried to laugh but
couldn’t. The Madame was seriousness incarnate.
She clasped her hands together. “I understand your confusion. It is a lot to take on at
once.” I nodded and refused to hide from her gaze. “Since the death of my son, I have dedicated
myself to bring about the end of corruption in Paris. For too long have the French people, my
people, borne the weight of aristocrats’ greed and indifference.” I trembled with her conviction.
“They sit in their lavish, stinking palaces while mothers struggle to feed their children,”
her voice reached an impassioned pitch I had never before heard her express. “When poor souls
like Talehot lose all that they have ever known, they are ground into the dirt where they pray for
death!” Her shout reverberated in the closed room. She composed herself with a deep breath.
“My whole life I have seen this, Elizabeth. And with these wars, it has only grown worse.
“Babies are drowned in the Seine so their mothers can live another day. Men with no way
to care for their families abandon them. Disease runs rampant in the most wretched parts of the
country.” She pointed a finger at me. “A nobleman would sooner step over a corpse than help a
dying man. All the while, their wives wear rouge and whore themselves for bits of gossip.”
My face was hot.
But the Madame wasn’t done. Her fist landed on the table and made the flames dance.
“Degenerates. Rapists. Murderers. They hold the country in their grip. Paris cries out for rescue!
She cries out for redemption!”
“But what can we do?” I asked.
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She smiled at last. “Oh, Elizabeth, my dear girl, you and I will bring France back to its
noble roots. We will return the light to that dark land.” She reached across the table for my hand.
“What say you to that, ma petite? Do you want to be a part of such a glorious reformation?”
My grandmother made it sound so wonderful. To help those in greatest need? I wanted
nothing more but saw no way that I could help her accomplish her goals. “What do you need
from me?” I clutched my locket. “What can I possibly do for you that someone else couldn’t do
much better?”
“Only you can help me, Elizabeth,” she said, voice full of emotion. “Only you can help
usher France into its new era.”
“But why?” I asked, pressing my fingers into my temples.
“You grew up with people like the ones I wish to save.” She began laughing so loudly
that I grew concerned for her sanity. “Your mother tried to run from her birthright. That tragedy
has only served to make you better suited for this task. The masses will love you because you are
my granddaughter; but they will adore you for your mercy.” Her voice lowered despite the fact
that we could not be heard. “They will crave your rule.”
My skin erupted in gooseflesh. “That is no small task.”
“No, it isn’t. And I won’t be with you forever,” she stated, matter-of-fact. “At some
point, you will have to continue on your own.”
“I don’t think I can do that. I’m not strong enough.”
The Madame scoffed. “I will make you strong. When I invite you to stand at my side, I
do not do it lightly. You are my blood, Elizabeth,” she rounded the table to put an arm around
my shoulders, “and I know how deeply you care for others. I can sense it in you. Because of that,
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I can make them love you.” She went so far as to kiss my cheek and gather me up in her arms.
“All you have to do is love them in return. That love will make you invincible.”
In her embrace I began to cry. “I don’t know if I can. You’re asking me to leave my life.
Everything that I am!”
“Yes.” She encouraged my head down onto her shoulder to stroke my hair. “But your
new life would be in the service of others. Isn’t that a far more noble pursuit? I know you fear an
ordinary life.”
I tried to jerk back, but she held me firmly. “How do you know that?” All my life I had
wanted adventure more than anything.
“Because it was my fear,” she confessed. “But I have tirelessly fought against it. There
remains not one bit of my soul that is ordinary.”
Fear snared me again. “But what would it cost me?”
“Only your trust. Your complete and utter trust,” she whispered. “Once I have that, we
can move forward with no secrets between us. Do I have it?”
“I don’t know,” I choked.
She grabbed my elbows and shoved me back to hold me at arm's length. “Life isn’t about
uncertainty, Elizabeth. There is no time. Every day we do not pursue our goals, another innocent
soul needlessly suffers.” I could see the candles’ flames reflecting in her eyes. The woman was
the maddest person I had ever met, but there was no doubting her convictions.
I wanted to possess such passion. I wanted to see the world the way she saw it. I didn’t
want to be ordinary. “Yes, I’ll trust you.” My voice sounded almost foreign to my ears.
“Then it’s time.” She released me so suddenly I nearly fell backwards. Ignoring me, she
went and knocked on the door.
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Had I not been looking, I would not have noticed it open. A hooded figure strode
soundlessly through the doorway. His frame was broad, sleek, and well-groomed with ribbons
and medals dangling at his breast; but my eyes could travel no further as the face was covered by
a hood and the mouth covered by thin black fabric. He was breathtaking. There could be no
doubt of who he was: the man who saved my life.
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Chapter 51
The man bowed over my hand, his presence almost overwhelming. I began to shake with rage
and terror all at once. The blankness of his face made me relive that night: the knife at my throat;
the man falling from the window, lifeless; the drugged drink; the nightmares; the spectre. I found
myself silent.
“Mademoiselle,” he said, a deep rumbling over the surface of my skin.
He was still holding my hand, steadying me in case I fainted. His touch was unacceptable
and enough to wrench my lips apart at last: “Let go of me.”
When he didn’t, I tugged against his unrelenting grip. “Captain,” my grandmother
snapped. I was released at once, left stumbling. He returned to the Madame’s side. “Come here,
Elizabeth,” she said.
Widening my stance, I shook my head. The Madame gestured again. “That man is a
murderer!” I shouted. Nothing would compel me to go any closer.
My grandmother turned to the specter, appraised him, and nodded with some unsaid
approval. “You must understand, ma petite: Everything this man and others like him do is at my
behest. Without his intervention, you would have died and our enemies would have triumphed.”
She went so far as to pat the man on the shoulder as though he was nothing more than a loyal
hound. “I would have him kill a thousand men if it meant keeping you safe, Elizabeth.”
I dared not challenge her conviction. There was no doubt she would have a thousand men
killed simply to prove her power. If the man’s murdering ways did not shock her, then perhaps
there was something that would. “He drugged me!” I cried.
The man replied in an even tone, “You were hysterical.”
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I choked on my outrage for a moment before saying, “I had just seen someone killed.
Right before my eyes! It was a perfectly reasonable reaction. Unlike yours!”
The Madame rapidly smacked the table. “Enough! Elizabeth, calm yourself.”
I looked at them, no longer convinced I wasn’t in a madhouse. Was I the only one who
wasn’t horrified by the death of another human being? Never mind that the man had intended on
killing me. Should I be grateful? Throw myself at the man’s feet?
Perhaps, if I scream loudly enough, Marshall Hammett will hear me, I thought in
desperation. A chance at escape seemed possible if I moved quickly enough.
Seeming to sense my plan, the hooded man moved in front of the door. I glared at him
and sought my grandmother’s rebuke.
But she didn’t satisfy my desire. “If the captain thought it necessary to help you manage
such an ordeal, then I agree with his decision.” The Madame shrugged. “In any case, that
unpleasantness is in the past.”
It wasn’t. Even after diligently pressing fear into the back of my heart, the night was still
ever present. Because of the hooded man. Because of what he did. “Why did you bring him
here?” I asked through my teeth.
The Madame placed her hands on the table. “Ma petite,” she said, “it is past time for you
to know one another. This is Captain Killarney. He is in charge of my private militia.”
“A private militia?” I eyed the captain, trying to find anything that might suggest more of
him than shadows. Unfortunately, the hood protected his secrets.
“There are parts of my life that will make more sense in time. The purpose of my militia
is rooted in a history we do not have time for at the moment.” She motioned for the captain.
“There is something of greater import to discuss now.”
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Her controlled tone made me want to scream. “Well, please, let us discuss it.” I walked to
the table and folded my hands there in mock display. “I have all the time in the world,
considering the fact you won’t let me leave!”
“Elizabeth,” she snapped. “Your behavior is unacceptable.”
I took a deep breath, hoping that whatever she wanted to discuss was a business easily
concluded. “My apologies,” I said, nearly biting my tongue in two when it seemed ready to
continue its onslaught.
The so-called Captain Killarney was silent. In fact, he did not seem to move at all. My
grandmother stared at me. “You come from a powerful family, Elizabeth. And because of that,
your life has been in great danger since you were born. It is the danger that killed your mother,
your sister, and your protectors.” Her voice did not so much as waver at the mention of her
daughter’s death. “It is the very danger that nearly saw you to God but a few weeks ago. It is the
danger that has kept Captain Killarney and his regiment at hand.”
“And what is that danger?” I asked.
She drummed her fingers. “No change in this world is made easily. Do not think that
what I am doing has gone unnoticed. There are parties loyal to the Crown who want to destroy
everything I have built.” Her tone turned cold, “Anne will not be able to protect you in that
school of hers much longer.”
“All it would take,” the captain interrupted, “is one new servant with the talent of being a
good liar. We are lucky your lady’s maid doesn’t possess that gift.”
“Siobhan?” It never entered my mind that she would dangerous. The captain nodded.
Horrible realization washed over me. “So, it doesn’t matter if I want to go with you or not, does
it? I am in danger.”
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The Madame frowned. “An unfortunate truth. Your life will never be easy. With men like
Captain Killarney at your side, you will have a better chance of surviving.”
As I feared, I was trapped. “What do you suggest I do?” I asked, embittered.
“It is my hope, ma petite, that you allow this man to protect you.” I snorted and my
grandmother sighed. “What I am about to ask of you is not simple. It requires a clear mind.”
It became apparent that there was no use in being angry. The captain would not meet
justice. He was my grandmother’s sword, nothing more. “Very well.”
She placed a hand on the captain’s arm, pushing him forward. The candle cast his shadow
against the wall and made him almost unnatural. “It is no mistake that I have brought Captain
Killarney to meet you,” she began. “You must allow him to be your Sentinel, a soul that exists to
ensure your protection, until his death.”
“Pardon?” I balked.
“S’agenouiller,” she commanded. He went to one knee. My grandmother looked at me
with expectation. “Shall we begin?”
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Chapter 52
Eyes flashing between my grandmother and the hooded man at my feet, I felt the strangest urge
to laugh. I placed a hand on my stomach to keep quiet. “You can’t be serious,” I said, choking on
my chuckles. Neither one of them answered. It dawned on me that they were. “This is mad.
Binding me to someone until they die? Do you expect him to die?”
“Of course I do. Men in these positions do not live long,” the Madame said. “You will be
responsible for him until his death. At which point, another will be appointed.”
Captain Killarney remained silent and motionless. I felt like ripping out my hair.
“Why would you want such a responsibility?” I asked him.
The Madame answered, “This is the highest honor a soldier can hope to be bestowed. I
have chosen him above his brothers because he exemplifies all that I hold dear. I have chosen
him because he is merciless in the protection of this family and its interests.” She held her hand
out for mine. “I have chosen him to be your Sentinel because I know he would do anything to
keep you safe.”
It’s as though she isn’t aware of how mad she sounds, I thought and ignored her hand.
“And why should I do this? Why can’t I help you with your business without binding,” I tried
desperately not to giggle at the word and its trappings, “myself to someone I do not know? This
is ridiculous. Surely we can discuss the matter without all of…this.”
The hand she offered transformed into a shameful point. “Do not mock me. This
ceremony has been performed but a handful of times. You should be honored by this, too.”
I scoffed. “If this is a matter of such import, what makes me worthy of it?”
“This has nothing to do with worth, Elizabeth. This ceremony proves that you will do
what is necessary for the good of France.” She smiled wistfully. “He will teach you everything
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you need to know. He will be your sword and your counsel.” Her lips curled into something
almost predatory. “But as much as he belongs to you, you belong to him.”
I took a step back, flush with the wall. I was afraid of what she would do.
“He will be bound to follow your commands,” she pointed to the captain’s sword, “but
never mistake that you are responsible for his actions. Always.” I shook my head with great
urgency. This only served to infuriate her, evident in her curled fist and terrible frown. “You
must understand both the reward and the sacrifice of ruling.”
“And if I don’t?” I tried to find my courage.
She leaned across the table and blew out a candle. The darkness grew. “I will send you
home as you will not be fit for your role.”
There was no chance she would let that happen. I knew I meant too much to her. Did she
want me to call her a liar? “You have that much faith I will say yes?” I asked. Against myself, I
clutched my locket.
She nodded, grinning when she saw what I had done. There was no doubt she saw the
action as a victory. “You believe in the possibility of good in this world, Elizabeth. I have seen it
in your eyes for a man you do not know just this morning. You expressed injustice for the
murder of a man who wished to kill you. Your heart is good and kind, nearly to a fault.”
“There are many people like that in the world,” I said. “So many people who have more
experience with politics.”
“Elizabeth!” she cried, the force of her voice enough to make me jump. “You could do so
much for France, ma petite. Your kindness sets you apart from the rest. You could be the greatest
ruler our people have ever known. All I need from you now is this leap of faith.” I was silent,
uncertain and afraid. “Did you not promise to trust me? Did you not agree that you would help?”
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“Yes,” I admitted begrudgingly.
“Then trust me, the last bit of family you have. This man will never betray you. It would
go against his nature. There are scarce few who could ever claim such a thing.” I bit my lip.
“You think this mad, and it is; but, madness is the nature of power.” She came towards me again,
tantalizing me with promises of a better, brighter future for me and every person who had ever
known pain or lack. “Take your place, Elizabeth. Take your birthright. Rule your people.”
“I don’t know,” I whispered. “I don’t know if I can be who they need.”
“You do know, Elizabeth,” she said. Almost suddenly, her hand was on my cheek, eyes
beseeching with such earnestness that it was easy to believe anything she said. Was she an angel
or a devil? “You do.”
Her future was in that room with us, perfectly painted with her belief. Family, truth, and
the chance for good. I could see a child, much like myself, never knowing the damnation of a
missing family. How happy she could be. I wanted it all. I felt feverish, even a bit…mad. “I
will,” I said at last.
My grandmother’s breath caught. She was, at last, rendered surprised. Our eyes watered
as she kissed my forehead. “How happy you have made me, Elizabeth. How happy you have
made me.”
After, she led me to the kneeling man and placed my hand on his head. “Enlevez ses
revêtements,” she said sweetly.
Captain Killarney removed the fabric from his lips and tilted his face up towards mine.
With quaking fingertips, I pushed back the hood and revealed a shock of beautiful red hair. A
pair of devastatingly familiar blue eyes met mine.

255
Chapter 53
Fingers that were once lax with shock curled into an unrelenting fist in Patrick’s soft locks,
refusing to allow him to look away from my fury. Like a statue, he did not even mumble in pain.
He met my gaze with outrageous grimness, nothing that suggested he was remorseful. In fact, he
didn’t look much of anything. A statue, indeed. His beautiful face was shadowed with stubble
that gleamed gold in candlelight. Nothing had ever enraged me more. I released his scalp with
violent disregard.
My palm flew into his cheek with all the force my arm could muster, my fingernails
dragging down along a turning cheek. Even in the low light I could see the budding streams of
blood left in my wake. Standing above him, I felt victorious.
He righted himself and stared at me again, waiting. A welt was already taking form; but,
in the end, my newly acquired trophy did nothing to help me forget the past months. There was
so much to say. I could not seem to think clearly. I gulped down a rampaging scream. He raised
an eyebrow as he watched closely. Almost in answer to my rage, he turned the other cheek as
though he were sinless.
I did not give him the satisfaction of attempting some superior morality, and gave into the
fury once again and struck him across his other cheekbone. The sound surrounded us all,
lingering far too long.
As I stood breathing heavy, he righted himself yet again. After, he looked to the duchess,
who nodded in some unsaid agreement, and then to me. In a voice stripped of its Irish accent and
replaced with one that was eerily placeless, he said, “The Madame requested I find you and keep
you from harm. The nature of my identity was to remain a secret during the duration of my
assignment.”
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I wanted to hit him again for his simplistic explanation. It wasn’t that easy. My hands
tightened in preparation. He watched me with complete passivity, and I knew he wouldn’t stop
me from striking. That robbed me of the satisfaction.
Instead, I said, “You are a God damned liar.”
Difficult though it was to read him, there could be no doubt that my barb did not affect
him the way I had wanted. In fact, his expression continued on in its stony state. I half-expected
crumbling dust to come from his mouth when he said, “I am, Mademoiselle.” A moment went.
“And I am very sorry for it.”
His muted apology caught me off guard, but I refused to be felled by such paltry words. I
rounded the table, putting it between me and them. “You cannot expect me to agree to this now,”
I told my grandmother who was watching the scene unfold with too calm an eye. “I could never
trust him, not after all this time.”
Patrick came to his feet at last. How had I not realized how large he was? Now standing
in his uniform, he seemed taller, more angular. Dangerous, I thought with a shiver.
“You must trust me for now,” my grandmother said.
I was not so sure I did.
“Your faith in him will come in time.” she continued, reaching for the man in question.
“Captain, your knife.” I watched in horror as he retrieved a dagger from a sheath at his side.
“Sacrifices must be made.”
I thought the worst. Images of severed fingers laid upon a demonic altar were conjured in
my mind. “What do you expect me to do?” I asked with rushy breath.
“Tear a strip of cloth from your dress,” she instructed. When I did not immediately obey,
she grew irritated. “Now, Elizabeth, there is not much time.”
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“Until?” I asked, reaching down and tearing out a length of my skirts.
Again my grandmother ignored my questions. “Blood begets loyalty, Elizabeth, a fact
that has been true for centuries. Captain Killarney will cut his hand and you will bind the
wound.” She continued to talk over my loud protestations, “This will demonstrate the captain’s
willingness to bleed for you, and you will show your sacrifice to care for him. But you must
bleed first.”
“Why?” I eyed the knife apprehensively.
“It’s always been done this way. The party to be protected must make a show of sacrifice
first,” Patrick said. With great reverence, he offered me his knife. Hilt in hand, I was aware of
my power. If I wanted, I could try and force my way from the room. The chance of escaping was
slim with Patrick, or whatever his real name actually was, standing so close to the door.
I stared down into the reflective surface of the knife. My eyes seemed crazed. “Blood
begets loyalty? You truly expect this to bind him to me so fully that he is loyal without question?
For the rest of his life? How can that be true?”
“It is how he was raised. It is expected,” she said simply.
I scrutinized him as best I could, but found no trace of a lie or the truth. In spite of
myself, I believed them. I believed that this would keep Patrick loyal to me, at my mercy. I could
not deny the part of my soul that wanted to exert its will over the redheaded man and his
multitude of sins. To make him suffer as I suffered now?
“Very well,” I said. Staring into his eyes, I pressed the blade into the center of my palm
and hissed in pain.
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Patrick was across to me in a second, pulling a strip of fabric from his breast pocket and
tying it around the bloody flesh. “Grâce à ce sang, nous sommes liés,” he whispered as he tied it
with a gentle touch.
I grimaced as he removed the dagger from my hand. Gaze never leaving mine, the blade
moved swiftly over the width of his palm, demonstrating his commitment. Patrick was silent as
he offered his hand, blood falling and staining the wood below. There was weight in the moment,
one that was aware of itself and almost too heavy to bear. My life was to be changed forever.
Could I wade those treacherous waters alone? Or was the danger of my grandmother’s task better
faced with someone at my side?
In the end, the answer seemed simple.
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Chapter 54
My hand was steady when I wrapped his cut. “Grâce à ce sang, nous sommes liés,” I said and
tied the fabric tighter than needed. He didn’t wince.
Across the room, my grandmother gave a deep sigh of relief and crossed herself. “We
grow closer every day.” She grabbed Patrick’s arm and squeezed with something teetering on the
edge of excitement. “So many thing to attend to before we return home. I will have Anne
informed of the change.” She kissed my forehead again. “See her back to the school when she is
ready.” After, she left and shut the door behind her.
I felt overwhelmed. Were we allowed to be alone like this? Was my reputation now
ruined? Did my reputation matter? I sought the nearest wall and sank to the floor. Cradling my
wounded hand, I brought my knees to my chest and tried to reclaim my breathing. It was silent.
Though my mind was reeling, I couldn’t help but look at him. How could someone look
the same and so different all at once? How could someone evoke such dichotomous emotions
inside of me?
After a lingering moment, Patrick called, “Mademoiselle?” His voice had that same
inexplicable quality as the rest of him.
I began to shake my head and laugh. “I don’t even know your real name. I’ve bound
myself to you for the rest of your life and I don’t ever know your real name.”
He came and sat beside me on the floor. “It is Patrick,” he said. “That part wasn’t a lie.
One of the few times I’ve been honest about it on an assignment, really. I don’t often have cause
to use it. Make a fist.”
I looked at him. “What?”
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“Your hand,” he said with a faint smile. The stripes on his face had dried into rust. “If
you make a fist, the blood will ebb.”
“Oh.” I obeyed, grimacing at the pain. “O’Shire isn’t your surname, then?”
He shook his head. “I don’t have one, not anymore. None of us do. A part of the
requirements for joining this regiment.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“A soldier like me is not trained to be common,” he said. He tugged down his cuffs,
something I’d seen him do before. “In order to accomplish that, one must shed mediocrity.”
I wasn’t certain what to think.
“I’ve only confused you more, haven’t I?” Patrick laughed softly. “Forgive me. I only
meant to…help you understand. My profession is not something spoken of often. For good
reason, I’m afraid.”
My brows drew together. The pain in my hand was throbbing up my arm. “You’re not
from Dublin, then?”
“Killarney,” he said.
Siobhan was right all along, I thought, still unsettled that he could adjust his accent as
easily as taking off a pair of gloves. “Why tell me all this now?”
“I’m your Sentinel,” he held up his bandaged hand, “and I am obligated to answer.”
I scoffed. “That forces you to tell me the truth?”
“Yes, Mademoiselle,” he said, completely serious. “We are meant to trust one another.
Trust cannot be built on lies.”
I glared again, looking away to the door. Escape wasn’t an option now. We were bound
together in something that I didn’t fully understand. “No, it cannot,” I whispered.
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“Your anger is understandable.” He gestured to the cuts on his cheek. I refused to give
into my guilt. “I betrayed your trust. Such a thing would be a capital offense. Charles warned me
that this would be your reaction. I had hoped for something a little less violent.”
I gasped. “Charles knows? He’s like you?”
“My brother and I are one in the same. Sent here to bring you home. Now that you have
agreed, we will be returning soon.”
The shaking anger was back. “And he’ll leave her?” There was no need to specify whom.
“Just like that? Like she means nothing to him?”
This at last brought a glimmer of shame to his eyes. “It’s complicated, Mademoiselle. I
cannot speak for my brother, but know that our leaving will be difficult for him. He’s
developed…feelings,” he nearly spat the word, “for Miss Cunnings.”
Poor Marie, I thought. Boiling at the injustice, I clambered to my feet and ignored the
hand that was readily offered. “Is that so wrong?”
“Personal entanglements unnecessarily complicate our duty,” he said.
“Says the man that kissed me yesterday.”
He hesitated, revealing another sliver of weakness.
It was time to take full advantage of him. “But I’m sure you’ve already told my
grandmother about that,” I said, wielding my tongue like a sword.
His look of passivity returned. “No, I haven’t.”
I felt a swell of power. “Shall I?”
Patrick tilted his pretty head to the side, observing me. The passive face transformed
again. There was suddenly a contender in the room. He knew my weaknesses. “If that is your
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will, Mademoiselle. I’ll be lashed for it, though. No less than fifty, I’m sure. Not many men can
survive that.”
My stomach turned at the very thought. “You think?” I asked, trying to hold onto my
superiority but found it swiftly slipping.
He stalked the room and placed hands on my shoulders. Another shiver ran through me.
He felt it and gave a small smile of victory. “Without a doubt. Where you are concerned,
Mademoiselle…I wouldn’t dare test her.” He brushed the hair from my face with his good hand.
“If she knew, she wouldn’t allow me to be your Sentinel. I couldn’t allow that.”
My breath quickened. “Then why risk it?”
For a moment, I thought he would kiss me again. Perhaps I wanted him to, but he didn’t.
Instead, he took a step back and bowed. “I am deeply sorry to have upset you. I told you, I don’t
often lose control of myself. It won’t happen again.”
I cleared my throat and tried to collect myself. “What happens now?” I asked.
He gestured to the door. “You go home.”
Away from my friends. Away the past. My heart fluttered with mourning. When he started
to open it, I blurted, “Is there a chance?”
Patrick stopped and turned back to me. “For you to be Queen?” I looked at the floor and
nodded. The door closed. “What do you know of her?”
Oh, I had heard a great deal about Marie Antoinette. In fact, I had seen some of the
cartoons in the French papers. They were salacious, to say the least.
“They loved her once, the people,” he continued solemnly. “But when a mother cannot
feed her child, she will find someone to blame. And how easy it is to blame a woman who has
fine clothes and jewels.” He smirked, the first unkind expression I had ever seen from him.
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“How easy it is for the rumblings of broken backs to build a new philosophy. One that wants the
people to change the order, to determine their own mastery.”
“Impossible” I said.
He crossed his arms. “Believe me what I say this, Mademoiselle, the Americans’
revolution did more than plunge France into financial disarray. They set something into motion
that might very well be much more dangerous than anything the Continent has seen in hundreds
of years.”
His steps were silent, but then he was there tilting up my head with a lone knuckle.
“You’re part of the game now, Mademoiselle. She will teach you how to play. Fortunately for
you, your grandmother never loses.” Patrick’s blue eyes were almost mournful before blinking,
both that look and his hand falling away.
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Chapter 55
“Sarah, move, the footmen need to take that downstairs,” I said, shooing her from my things yet
again. “I told you to wait with my friends.” I checked the drawers of my desk for the eighth time
that morning.
Katherine scoffed and pointed to the hooded man in the corner. “We are not leaving you
alone with him.”
In the days since my agreement to leave with the Madame, the continuously hooded
Patrick had rarely left my side. The presence of a man in the house was a source of uproar, a
thing made worse when my identity was at last revealed. In fact, the news had ravaged the house
so quickly that there had been barely enough time to tell my friends first. There had been some
cursing and tears, certainty that I had lied; but after Sarah’s input on the matter, ruffled feathers
settled.
Captain Killarney, however, was a reminder of the fact that I was leaving, that things
were changing. Mutantur omnia nos et mutamur in illis, I thought. “You shouldn’t be rude to my
friends,” I scolded. “Join them, please. We’ll be down in a moment.”
With my newfound position came immediate obedience, whether they were aware of it or
not. In their wake, Siobhan reentered with a somber expression. “Everything is ready when you
are, Miss Lizzy.”
I gazed at her with great affection. It broke my heart to leave her behind, but found solace
in the fact that the Connors had taken her on with a generous salary. I would be leaving Sarah in
such capable hands. The choking sensation in my chest returned. I wanted to go, and yet I didn’t.
We embraced. “I don’t think I could ever thank you enough for all that you’ve done for me,” I
said.
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She thumped my back. “Oh stop. Actin’ like I’ll never see you again.” She sniffed. “Miss
Connor promised that she’d help me with my reading, so be sure to write.”
“I will, I will.”
Siobhan stepped away and dabbed her eyes with a handkerchief. “Now you go on and say
goodbye. They’re gonna be crying for days.” She touched my face. “Slán leat.”
Giving the room that had sheltered me through the storm of Maddie and Malcolm’s death
a last look, I walked downstairs with my newly found shadow. There was a clamoring below.
Garrett and Geoffrey were arguing again. “We can take a moment, if you need,” Patrick said on
the landing.
“I’m fine,” I snapped. Already I was weary of the constant companion who rarely spoke
and was ever vigilant. I wasn’t certain he slept.
On the threshold of the sitting room, I promised myself not to cry. My friends sat together
in the terse conversation that is propelled by propriety and hued by sadness. Marie, Katherine,
Virginia, and Sarah sat to one side while Geoffrey and Garrett stood in opposing corners with
arms crossed. Everyone’s gaze was on me.
I hated it, their disappointment. Geoffrey had been particularly resistant to the change,
claiming that it was unwise to go off with women purporting to be duchesses or allow strange
men in hoods to keep one company.
“There’s no need to be so morose,” I said in a light tone. “Think of it this way, you all
have an excuse to visit Paris. Won’t that be nice?”
Garrett started smoking. “We would prefer if you didn’t go at all.”
“It’s been decided,” I said.
Virginia stepped forward with a smile, wrapping her arms around me. “Come, come, this
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isn’t a funeral,” she scolded the rest of the room over my shoulder.
Katherine came to me, her motions stilted as I saw her fight the urge to curtsy. “I daresay
there is no lovelier time of year in Paris than summer. We should visit you, then.”
I looked to Geoffrey and asked, “Aren’t you going to say anything?”
He folded his arms tighter, determined to be silent. Before I could coerce him to speech,
Mr. Hoddle was in the doorway. “Miss Davenport, your carriage has arrived.”
“Just as well. I find that goodbyes do not suit me,” Garrett said as he rustled in his jacket
for a letter. “I hope that I have conveyed my feeling better here.” He kissed my cheek. “I am not
too proud to say that this all has made me melancholy.”
“I love you dearly,” I said when he bowed.
“You as well, my dear,” Garrett said. He gave me a last lingering look full of something
unspoken. I was surprised to see him so affected. “Ladies, a pleasure to meet you.” On the way
out the door, he reached to shake hands with Patrick, dragged him close, and fiercely whispered.
Then, almost all at once, he was gone.
I sniffed back tears. In silence, the girls each gave me a note and a gentle kiss. Sarah
came last, standing with bright eyes free of sadness. There was no point in being mournful when
there was such a chance for new knowledge. “Please be certain to write my brother,” she told
me. “He is quite upset by this ordeal.”
A fresh pang of guilt pulsed in my stomach. I would miss Andrew. “I will.”
“And write as soon as you get to Cherbourg,” Katherine demanded.
I chuckled. “I’ll start penning in the carriage.”
Mr. Hoddle cleared his throat. “Miss Davenport?”
Geoffrey launched from his corner and snapped, “She’s coming, you cantankerous old
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fool! Give us a moment.” He took me by the arm and escorted me into the hall. When Patrick
started after us, he shouted, “You stop where you are, Captain, and allow me a moment with my
friend before you rip her away from me.”
I gestured for my companion to wait.
Somehow the hallway seemed longer than ever. I had never felt so uncomfortable with
my friend. “You’re angry,” I said.
“Of course.” He pushed his hands through his hair. “You’re leaving me. Why in God’s
name wouldn’t I be upset?” Geoffrey’s green eyes were rimmed in red. “You can call me all
manner of names, scold me for my selfishness, but it will not change the fact that my heart is
broken in two. You are my dearest friend, Elizabeth.” He cradled my face. “And now you are
going across the ocean, and I won’t be able to see you whenever I wish; my letters will take
weeks to reach you. I cannot bear this pain.”
“Please try to understand. I need to go. The Madame needs me as much as I need her,” I
whispered. “But I will not be able to live with myself knowing you are unhappy.”
He pinched the bridge of his nose. “I wrote you a letter, too. I tried to keep it optimistic,
and hope I accomplished the task. If not, accept my apologies.”
His letter felt heavier than all the others together. I stared down at my flourished name
and felt the sadness begin to trickle out. “I love you, Geoffrey,” I said at last.
“I love you more than anyone in the world,” he said, brushing a tear from my eye. “Don’t
cry, my little dove.” Geoffrey pulled me into a fierce hug that ended suddenly. “Captain,” he
called, wiping his face with his handkerchief as Patrick’s hood joined us. “I wish I could send
you off myself, but I am a weak, weak man. Please, go.”
Patrick offered me his arm and drew me down the hall. “Goodbye, Geoffrey,” I said
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without looking behind me. If I did, I would never leave.
Standing at the top of the stairs, I stared down at the carriage. My grandmother was inside
waiting. Be strong; don’t cry, I thought, clenching my fists at my sides.
“You can still change your mind,” Patrick said softly, responding to my thoughts as
easily as reading a book. It was disconcerting.
I squared my shoulders. “I don’t want to.”
He took my hand and helped me into the carriage. My grandmother sat across from me
but didn’t say anything. Soon, my Sentinel was saddled and our carriage took off towards the
port. Beyond that? Versailles, Paris, and the rest of my life.
Beside me were my letters, ties to London and friends. I saved them for the voyage,
afraid they would sway my decision. From my pocket came the familiar note that unfolded so
easily now. We grew closer to the ship. I could smell the sea air. Holding the parchment up to
the light, I stared at the words and a chill ran through my belly: With the death of our family, how
can there be any doubt that you are in danger? There is something coming, G. If you truly wish
to leave us, I beg you be safe.

